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With frames and cfffiftitutions weaker than Men 
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DEDfCAT.I O..N. 

3i WILLIAM HAYLEY, Tijq. 

• m 

Harmonious bard w of Britain’s li- 
ving choir,” 

Whofe fkilfcil fingers tpuch the potent lyre ; 
Whofe precepts, whilft they charm the foul, 
| improve,® 

And point each footftep to the goal you love j 
Say, fhall the caadour of thy noble line. 
Which fays tc Woman, “ Poefy is thine,” 
And bids, with dauntlefs aim, the female band 
PJuck thegreen laurel from theMufes hand— 
Reft all unnotic’d by one grateful lay, 
Uijfung by thofe to whom you point the way? 
And lhalt thou, Hayley, whofe melodious 
ft rain 

Darts emulation thro’ each glowing vein. 
And fondly pays to fame aryl gen ids true. 
The fair Comnena’s (hade, he tribute due, 

• Whilft 



DEDICATION., 

Whilft thy fair pages female worth retrieve, - 
Shalt thou no tribute from the fex receive ? 
Yes — whilft with homage throb a thoufand 
hearty, f 

Lp ! from the throng the bold adventurer 
ftarts : 

/ 

Her cheek yet wet with admiration’s tears. 
And awed by genius which her foul reverts. 
From motives, facred as thy bre'aft t might own. 
Her flowers Ihe brings to thy poetic throne : 
Simple and few, whilft at thy feet (he ftrews 
The warm effufions of a female mufe. 

She from the raptures of a youthful heart, 
Tho* ct not an artift, yet a friend to*art,” ' 
Would mark how woman venerates thy lays,*] 
And trembling add, ennobled by thy praife, L 
A leaf of myrtle tp thy wreath of bays I I 


c 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


AS thoje Jinking traits of originality 
and fpirity which mark the work called 
The Sorrows of Werter,^^ ex- 
cited attention md admiration almoft uni - 
*verfal y whilft the dubioufnefs of its moral 
has given rife to the Jevereft.cenJure ; the 
writer of the following letters hopes to be 
excufed for endeavouring to bring for- 
ward that moral in a more favourable , 
andy Jhe trufts, a more juft light , than it 
has hitherto appeared m She Jhould efteem 
herfelf antply rewarded^ might Jhe hope 
toyfucceed in Her attempt to wipe off the 
blot which tinges thoje beautiful pages ; 
and Jhe has oijjy to wijh , that* whilft en- 
deavouring to render juftice to acknow- 
ledged geniusy and to regulate the prin- 
ciples of the hearty Jhe may have been 
able to engage its affections y an<f to point 
out to ity as the moft dejirable of all 
bleffmgSy Religion and Virtue . 

She 




She is not without Jome fears that the 
dedicating this trifle to Juch a name rnay * 
le cdnjidered as a prefumption ; but floe 
begs leave to remark , that the ancients , 
when they brought their offerings Jo the 
altar * *of Aptolloy did not believe their 
prejents in themfelves worthy the accept- 
ance of. the <c mafter of the lyref but 
each , according to his capacity , laid them 
at his feet as a tofcen of homage due to 
their infpirer , and of the conjcioufnefs they 
felt of his fuperiority • 
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LETTER I. 

Frederick Burell, Efq. to Major 
MorveNj at Gibraltar. 

My dear Friend, 

, • ’ 

W HEN I quitted you and em- 
barked for France, you may 
remember I ftad no intention of making 
any fray in that kingdom ; but my un- 
expected meeting with my brother, who 
was lately arrived there in his return 
from Italy, detained me longer than I 
had intended: you cannot, I imagine, 
have forgotten Vincent j and he bade 
Vol. I. B * me 
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me allure . yfcu tHat* he remembers and 
relpe&s you as a friend j and congratu- 
lates you on the particular, as well at 
general glory which you h?ve acquired 
in the Service you fo gallantly engaged 

in. It was in tendernefs to his mother 

• • • 

only, that he felinquilhed his own pre- 
dominant defire of being a foldier ; and 
fince her deceafe, warm as I know him 


to be wkh loyalty and valfiur, the peace 
which prevails in Europe has happily 
taken from him the polfibility of indulg- 
ing or fignalizing the noble # fire of his 
difpofition j for the meaneft^ foldier you 
have commanded there is to him an objedt 
of envy. Hfi now intends palling fome 
time at the French Court, where he is 
rcfpe&ed in a manner peculiarly flatter-, 
ing : but as many affairs called me 'to 
England, I quitted him after palling 
three weeks at Paris, leaving behind me 
• few grave cautions befityng an elder 
brother. My firft care on my arrival’ in 

London 
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London was to fulfil tAe commiflion with 
which ydu had entrufted me ; my cre- 
dentials foon introduced me to your 
After, and I have the fatisfattion to find 
from her convention, that whaf you fo 
much wifhtokeep fecret, has not yej tran- 
fpired. You defired, at parting, my opi- 
nion of her, fuppofing fhe mtift be much 
altered in your three years abfence, 
which have teen almoft wholly devoted 
by her to improvement. What fhe was 
when you left her, juft releafed from a 
nunnery, where an interefted ftep-mother 
would have buried her, it is impoffible 
for me to tell — beautiful fhe muft ever 
have been, and as foon as I faw her my 
heart pronounced her the moft charming 
woman I had ever beheld. Can 1 fay 
more, than, that joined to the moft cap- 
tivating figure, fhe pofTefTes all the ele- 
gant accomplifhments in a fuperior de- 
gree, in an age and country where they 
are almoft univerfal ? I fhall eyer think 
B 2 myfelf. 
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myfelf indebted t& you for having an- 
nounced me to her in the favourable 
light of your friend, fince in ten* mi- 
nutes converfation, I found there could 
be no coher half fo pleafing to her. To 
that, favour alib 1 owe your aunt’s admit- 
ting my vifits with peculiar complacency, 
which, fince the firft, have been pretty 
frequent. When I told. your After the 
dangers with which you have been fur- 
rounded, the tears which ftole through 
her long and dark eye-laihes, ihewed 
the tender intereft which ihe tpkes in her 
brother ;• and ihe' thanked ^leaven for 
your efcape, with an earneftneis which 
moved me fo much, that I was ftarce 
able to proceed. I foon found that ihe 
acknowledges her obligations'to you, 
with the fame noblenefs of generofity 
with which you attempt to conceal them. 
Tremble for me, Morven, fince to the 
fofteft appearance of feminine delicacy, 
ihe join^ an animation and eneigy, be- 
lieve. 
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lieve me* fuperior to every thing I have 
%befote feen, and I caught myfelf at firft 
fitting in fijent furprife, contemplating 
the unufual and enchanting combination. 

Your aunt doats on her; I find I have 
recommended myfelf to the good fady, 
by the fentiments which hav^ fbmetimes 
efcaped me in your filter's abfence. She 
has rendered herfelf miftrefs of the Ita- 
lian, and in the learned languages has 
made a confiderable progrefs, by an 
alfiduity which has* diftinguilhed her 
in all her purfqjts. The defire of know- 
ledge in her, your aunt remarks, almoft 
becomes a paflion ; - but a man who 
loved her, would know there is ano- 
ther much fixonger than that in the 
world, and would hope too, that fiich 
a mind as hers was deftined fome 
day or other to experience it. Perhaps 
this letter, may make you fufpeft that 
there is at leaft one fuch man, and that 
there Ihould be thoufands would be no 
. B 3 morp 
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more than juftice. I have the happi- 
nefs of feeing her very often j but, alas ! 
if flie lhould hereafter be as deaf, as fhe 
is at prefent blind to my affedtion, I 
lhall find no fecurity but in flight. I 
think you will at leaft not be my enemy 
in this affair, and I don’t defire any thing 
further : I know what fhe thinks of her 
obligations to her brother, ‘and with all 
my friendfhip I would not be indebted 
even to you, for her acceptance of me 
as a lover. At prefent I am received 
both by her and your augt with friend- 
fhip, and admitted into their parties 
without referve. I fo much dread to 
forfeit thefe privileges, that, how- 
ever painful the effort,. I lhall im- 
pofe a long filence on myfelf, at leaft 
to your lovely fifter. — I fee too plainly 
an application to ftudy in her which 
your aunt complains of, and jhall make 
it my endeavour to diflipate her atten- 
tion a little, if poflible. Would to hea- 
ven 
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• » • 

ven 1 dare flatter myfelf, that, in endea- 

xvouring to be of fervice to her, I might 

advance by imperceptible fteps toward 

my own happinefs 1 — As you defired me 

to exprefs freely my fentiments of your 

lifter, and her fituation, I will mention 

to you whatftrikes me as # an error in 

your aunt’s kindnefs, and which has 

given me fome uneafinefs. Your aunt 

reads but little herfelf — but lhe leaves 

the world of books open to your After. 

Her tafte and native delicacy, it is true. 

will prevent her from perufing any work 

tfhich fixikes her as inconfiftent with pure 

morality and virtue j yet 1 cannot but 

fear left her lively imagination ihould 

miflead her} fince whatever lhe perufes, 

lhe enters into with a warmth of difpo- 

lition, which from the firft I have ob- 

ferved in her. I am ftrengthened in 

this opinion by her being charmed with 

a production which has lately fallen into 

B 4 • * her 
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her hands, concerning the aythor of 
which there has been fome uncertainty. / 
He 'has been cenfured with feverity by 
fome, and your filter, who thinks this 
cenfure unjuft, ftands fo/th as a cham- 
pion' in his caufe; entering with fuch 
earneftnefs into the idea of his being in- 
jured, that, within thfcfe few days, Ihe 
has expreffed a defire of difcovering and 
converfing with him, fo earneftly indeed, 
that I feared left it Ihould amount to a 
refolution, and almoft offended her by 
treating the execution of it as a jeft. If 
Ihe Ihould perfift, permit me. Hear Moi* 
ven, to fupply your prefence to her; fuffer 
me to attend and protect this intelligent 
pupil of fancy, in whofe conduft I find 
myfelf interefted more than equally 
with yourfelf, I know your friendlhip 
for me will make you excufe the free- 
dom of this confeflion, and I only offer 
mine for you, as an apology 'for it, I 
* intreat 
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intreat you to believe that I remain, 
xnore* firmly than ever. 

Yours fincerely, 

Frederick Burell. 


LETTER II. 

Mifs M^rven to Colonel Morven. 

. • 

Y OU accufe me of enthufiafm!— - you 
my brother who yef wander with 
the ardor of*a foldier on the rock of 
Gibraltar, and have dedicated your life 
to the 'hero who defended it — you, in 
lhort, who have delivered from the de- 
vouring gulph of fuperftition a lifter, 
whom the vpice of intereft would have 
facrificed ! — Be the period of that en- 
thufiafmand of my exiftence but*qne, 

add 
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and I will never complain. — For twenty” 
years immured from all that the ‘heart! 
pants after, from knowledge and even 
from nature ; like a bird from its pri- 
fon my foul burfts from confinement : 
awakened from the darknefs of igno- 
rance, I behold the face of creation : I 
hear the voice of genius, my heart vi- 
brates to its found : I now firft feel that 
I exift ; in the rapture, yet new to my 
heart, I fpring forward ; I rejoice in this 
my happier birth-day, I look r on the firft 
moment of being as infinitely left dear : 
my mind is no longer benighted ; all the 
rays of intelligence pour in at once 
upon my foul, and I am* happy. 

My dear brother, independent of the 
world as you have made me, why ihould I 
blulh to avow to that world my paflion- 
ate admiration of the fublime effufions 
of fcience or fenfibility ? — F/om that ad- 
miration it arifes that I have formed a 
wiih which my aujit and your friend 

Bureli 



OF FANCY. 


II 


Dwell combat in vain — I have read 
Itad a*dmired Werter, and I would be 
afcertained of its author and his princi- 
ples. I don’t know how it is, but my 
heart anfwers not to the name of this 
Dr. Goethe j no, it eagerly loolts to 
fome child of liberty, to fome fon of 
Britain, for the author of that animated 
exprefiion, that overwhelming* tender- 
nefs, that frenzy of fenfibility which 
thofe interefting pages difplay: and who- 
ever this apthor is, he has been mifun- 
derftood and abufed ; he has held out 
a ihoral to mankind, and they turn their 
eyes away, and behold it' not. — What 
would I giv* to remove the veil that 
obfcures it, to flop the malignancy of 
that blaft which may tarnifh even the 
laurels of the writer of Werter ! — The 
fire of genius, the charms of nature, 
painted as {Jiey are by his hand, even 
they, had he forgotten the ties # of reli- 
gion and the duties of fociety, would 

merit 
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merit nothing but oblivion. • My aunt 
blames this work which has enchanted 
me, lhe blames me alfo for defending 
it, and I have, for once, the happinefs 
©f being named with its author. Burell 
has* juft now left me; we talked ofWer- 
ter ; unfortunately he has ftrengthened 
my aunt’s unfavourable opinion of it. 
Should the day ever come when 1 can 
confute them from the mouth of its 
author, I will not promife to ufe my 
triumph with moderation. 


LETTER III. 

F OR fifteen days have I watched in- 
ceflantly over my dear aunt, lhe 
was- fucjdenly feized with a fever, and 
her recovery was doubted. In the mo- 
• ments 
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ments when reafon ceafed to enlighten 
her mind,* in the wildnefs of that affec- 
tion, which ftill throbbed at her heart, 
the name of your fifter hung on her 
lips : what did 1 not before owe to her 
tendernefs ? Through her- means w§s it 
known that I was not the ideot I had 
been reprefented. Through* her was I 
brought to the arms of that brother to 
whom I owe more than exiftenee. Our 
hearts warm’d with fimilar affeftions, 
our minds glowing with all the ardor of 
youth, to know and to love each other 
was the fame. • Perhaps 1 ought not to 
fay there is no love which can equal, 
but can I allow that any can furpafs that 
of a fifter ?— d knelt by her on the couch 
of ficknefs, I poured forth my foul to 
the Author of Mercies ; in him have I 
trufted, and fhe is reftored to me. 

Her fever was contagious ; but be not 
alarmed j I .am recovered. The bloom 
which you flattered is faded, .but my 

heart 
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heart is unalterable; it ftill beats for 
you ; it is ftill open to the iftipreftions 
of genius and fenfibility. 


LETTER' IV. 


M Y aunt’s recovery, thank heaven, 
is almoft perfedted : my own is 
left rapid in its progreft, and I am yet 
debarred that application which has en*- 
abled me, in a time comparatively Ihort 
to the period of education, to ftore my 
fhind with the feeds of fcience, and enno- 
ble my heart by the ftuJy of virtue. # I 
feel myfelf much obliged by the intereft 
which Burell has taken in my aunt’s 
indifpofition, and my own. His fofici- 
tude for thofe allied to you, has con- 
vinced Jtnfe of that friendlhip which' he 

has 
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has ever profeffed to bear you, and which 
he undoubtedly merits lhould be re- 
\urne*d, in the manner of which you, are 
fo capable. He has been here, or ra- 
ther he is never away. I repeated to 

him the wilh that, before this illnefs at- 

• * 

tacked me, had arifen in my mind, and 
which has not yet fubfided there; he 
again rallied me on it. I believe he 
pities, he talks of admiring me, but 
there is fomething about this fantaftical 
brain of mine, which was never dreamt 
of in his.philofophy. He found me 
alone, and ( I could not conceal from him 
thfc caufe of thofe tears which then wet- 
ted my cheek. You will forgive me 
when I owi» they fell with impatience. 
Alas ! it will yet be long, my dear bro- 
ther, before I can read Homer in the 
original. And is the warmth of that 
heart, faid Burell, to be wholly expended 
on works, # though noble, inanimate? 
And thofe eyes, exprefiive of tendemefi, 

lhall 
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lhall their rays be dire&ed in fearch of a 
being veiled in doubt and obfeurity — a 
being who is perhaps at this minute in- 
fallible, while I — he looked in my face. 

I knew that he alluded to my wilh 
of ,difcovering the author of a work 
which has enchanted me, and I inter- 
rupted him with that warmth of difpofi- 
tion which I have not yet learnt to fub- 
due. • I* underftand you, faid I, whilft 
you can fee the pafiion which hurries me 
away, and fee it in that ridiculous light 
which fo many will be happy, to place it 
in. It is poflible thenj exclaimed he, 
with a furprize Which I can only ac- 
count for from the difference of our 
lenfations — it is then poflible that this 
one idea fo wholly poffeflfes that intelli- , 
gent mind, that no other can find en- 
trance in it. I again broke in upon 
him. You miftake me, Burell, faid I } 
one idea does not yet poflfefs me wholly, 
to the ejelufion of all others. You mif- 
take 
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take me, l am not yet abfolutely mad. 
tie would have denied the inference, ajid 
feemed at a lofs for words; but fome of 
thofe vifitors coming in whom nature 
feems to have thrown into the world juft 
to fill up its vacuum, the conven- 
tion ended. I fell in, however, .with them 
upon the reigning fafhions — I admired 
their crapes and their blonds, and before 
they quitted us, they were all of opinion 
my judgment in thofe important affairs 
might in time be expected to equal their 
owh. 

My aunt, *who has juft left me, came 
in while I was writing, and glancing her 
eye over this, letter, Alas ! my dear 
child, faid (he, keep fecret this ardent de- 
lire of knowledge which poffeffes you lo 
much, or perhaps even this brother will 
not love you the more for it. And 
would you infer. Madam, laid I with 
emotion, that he could love me the left? 

With what a Sentence did Ihe interrupt 
. Vol. I. C roe ! 



me ! Were I capable of believing it,I would 
nottranfmit it to you: but the' heart, 
formed by nature not ungenerous, re- 
remains long fhut to thofe fevere dictates 
which age fo often dignifies with the 
name of prudence. 

Therefar, fays my aunt, when women 
talk of their love of learning, half of the 
men charge it to affe&ation only and, 
what is worfe, when they believe it real, 
by a paradox I cannot folve, they at 
once envy and defpife us for it. To 
own the truth, learning is a. qualification 
feldom neceflary in our fex f and, with- 
out extraordinary humility in its poflef- 
for, only difgufting — befides that there 
are a thoufand others more conducive to, 
happinefs.— — This turn of reaioning is 
not very confonant with my ideas j but 
it hurts me the- lefs, as my aunt's fre- 
quent complaints of the diligence I am 
as incfpable of abating as ihe perhaps of 
approving, points out to me a motive 
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to whifh to attribute the feverity of her 
reflections. 


LETTER V. 

I HAVE mentioned to you how much 
we were indebted to the attention of 
Burell. *Mad as he thinks me, he feems 
(Jefirous of obliging me, and has (hewn 
it in an inftance of which a common 
mind had been incapable— he has led 
me to the Imafl grey (tone which really 
covers the aihes of the divine Mjllton , 
and I have wept over it. 

How many are there, my brother, 
who complain that they are confined to 
one (pot o&this earth, and that to few it is 
given to wander over the furfacc even of 
C a this 
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this atom, and to pay their devotions 
at the, tombs of thofe whofe names* at 
the diftance of ages are repeated with 
ardor, * and whofe works are preferved 
as immortal!’ yet how many are there 
who 6gh to vifit the grottos of Tivoli, 
who have yet forgotten to pay that tri- 
bute to the more noble manes of our 
fublime bard! I have kifled the neglect- 
ed receptacle of the bones of Milton I 
have wetted his grave with the enthufi- 
aftic tears of admiration. I have before 
beheld his buft with pleafure, even 
where fo many imaginary heroes and 
poets have found place; but the fpot 
which .really Conceals- • his laft venerable 
remains, leemed for a moment to infule 
his fpirit into my' breaft :* I felt fuperior ' 
to the beings which furrounded me, and 
could almoft have fanqied that I heard 
thofe harps for ever ftrung, t with which 
he ha$ reprefented the angels of heaven. 

I looked on the ftone, . and my heart 

felt 
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felt ethotions which I. am not able to 
defcribe. How often -have I lanjented, 
how often hereafter fhall 1 lament, the 
impoffibility of adequately explaining 
the fenfations which arife in my foul ! 
I take the pen in my harid ; f put my 
thoughts on paper, and they are no- 
thing. That one idea in- Werter, has 
won me over to admire him, and never 
may I be an apoftate ! — So much fire 
and eafe as there is in every line of 
that work ! — Surely we perufe it in its 
original .language, or, like the longs of 
‘Offian, the genius of its firft author 
has inipired the namelefs tranflator. 
How is ifrthat ftal merit thus Hums .the 
praiie which it excites,' and, lublimely 
confcious of its own fuperiority, hides 
from the world thofe brows for which 
fame prepares.a wreath' equally honour- 
able ancUunfading ? I yet flatter 'myfelf 
I fhall perfuade my aunt to jufJer me to 
, feek out this* doubtful author. If 
' C 3 ever, 
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ever> like the generous painter, *1 Ihall 
be lb happy as to exclaim, “ I have found 
him!” how dear will the Ipot be to my 
eyes — how facred the remembrance to 
my heart ! 


LETTER VI. 

B URELL knows my admiration of 
punting, that more than (peaking 
lifter of poetry i and has . promifed to 
introduce me to the galleries of thofe 
matters whofe names are the glory of, 
our kingdom, of Europe, of the world 
I will lay.-^—Burell, who l believe loves 
the arts, knows many of the profeffors ; 

X lhaH therefore fee their private col- 
lections. 1 have laid that I think he 
pities me— -it is a pity, believe me, with- 
out 
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out contempt— a pity worthy of a good 
», heart, which is only miftaken in its ob- 
je£t. I told my aunt lb this morning ; 
Ihe anfwered me only by alking why 
then I had no pity for him ? — I ! faid I j 

I pity no one for a difference of fend- 

* • • 

ments ; for I am well convinced, that 
the di$>ofer of hearts has fo ordered it, 
that each refts fatisfied with his own, 
and beholds thofe of another only as a 
delufioh : but it is a pleafing one j and 
the man who plods over his grounds 
without one idek but of their fertility, 
is as jealous of His opinions, and perhaps 
better contented with them, than the 
firft genius of the univerfe. 'Why, my 
dear girl, laid my aunt, you would not 
have it fuppofed you neither underftand 
me nor Burell. I am not fo eafily de- 
ceived ; 1 know how penetrating are the 
eyes of a young woman in fuch cafes. 

1 did not*underftand her meaning} but 
Ihe only laughed at my faying fo. We 
C 4 • werp 
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were interrupted, and what .flie then 
laid, remains as much a riddle to me as* 
ever. 

I have been with her to fee fome of 
thofe relations who fo obligingly wilhed 
to immure me for life. As I quitted 
them, I pointed them out to my aunt, 
as a teftimony of what I had before ad- 
vanced. I regard them as objedts of 
pity, while they look on me as no lels 
fo. Whifpered fentences, tokens of 
wonder, the epithet fantaftical, and o- 
thers as harfh, frequently efcaped them. 
My aunt would not allow the cafes .to 
be fimilar, and I gained no argument 
from her but a fmile of good-humour, • 
and a half-pronounced fomething of 
blindnefs- 
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W HEN I take up my pen to pbur 
out to you the effufipns of my 
heart, I am molt happy ; for you, my 
dear brother, can anfwer my feelings 
with that warmth which firft enchanted 
me, and allow for the raptures of a 
mind new to the pleafures it was formed 
to tafte. The tears, which in thefe mo- 
ments wet *my paper, will not render 
me lefs dear to you : our errors, if they 
are fuch, are/imilar; and thofe virtues, 
for which I love you, are reflefted, if 
it be but faintly, in the bofom of your 
filter. 

. I have been with Burell, and feen that 
noble freedom of pencil which marks 
the works of the Britilh Raphael— the 
robe flowing to the wind, the animated 

coun- 
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countenance, the eafe, the elegance, the 
fire, which from the matter’s hand per- 
vade the warrior panting for battle, or 
the foft fharms of feminine beauty. 
You, who have delighted to contem- 
plate thofe enchanting works, and have 
ftudied them with an enthufiafm per- 
haps almott equal to that with which 
they were at firft conceived, will know 
how to apply my defcriptions. 

I have leen alio, from another pencil — 
a pencil which fpeaks to every feeling 
of the heart — the pale face'of the war- 
rior who dies in the arms of his brother 
heroes. It is imprinted on my memory 
with a force which no years can efface, 
and I yet feem to behold the faithful 
attendant who revenged him. An hour 
did I contemplate that interfiling pic- 
ture. A lady, who ftood near me, kindly 
directed my attention to the frame, which 
foe allured me cott 150 guineas — the 
fran»,* my dear brother, of a piAure, 

and 
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and fuch a pafture ! — For my part, I had 
not even* feen that it had one. 

Do you remember, but I am con- 
vinced you do, the wofks of another fon 
of fcience facred to religion and truth. 
Thole faces which ought to be, whidhi 
from the hands of die mafter ■yho un- 
dertakes them, are reprefentcd as divine. 
The heart which conceived them, furely, 
muft be filled with ideas of benevolence, 
of piety, of dignity, and, may I fay, of 
divinity ? With what pleafure did my 
eyes dwell on them ! But there is one 
pi&ure.I found in my way which, moved 
and tranfported me : as I beheld it, my 
heart melted within me; it addrefled 
itfelf, it fell proftate before the Eternal ; 
and my Ipirit, like that of the finding 
infant reprefented there. Teemed trans- 
porting to the kingdom of God. 

Within a i|w days I have wept on 
the tomb of Milton; I have fince prefifd 
his faithful refemblance to my Keart — 

What 
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What would I give, migh't I but wear 
t it there for ever ! “ Severe in youthful 
beauty,” I have feen him, and a century 
has rolled in vain to prevent me from 
contemplating his countenance. How 
frequently do I bow down in thankful- 
nefs for* my deftiny ! Had I been ufed 
from my infancy to all the treafures of 
knowledge and all the charms of poetry, 
I had not known the fatisfa&ion which 
I now feel. The man who uninterrupt- 
edly enjoys the bleflings.of liberty and 
peace, feels not that coitfcious fatisfac- 
tion. which infpires the breaft of him 
who efcapes from a dungeon after years 
of confinement and defpair ; and what 
dungeon is there fo dark as that of igno- 
rance? — what confinement to drear as 
that of the mind ! 


let*. 
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'letter vur. 

« 

A FTER much entreaty, I have at 
length prevailed with my aury» 
and to-morrow we have refolved to be- 
gin a journey which may nevef have a 
, period } to-morrow I may, perhaps, 
be fome fteps nearer to the author of 
Werter. At length this refearch, which 
I have lb earneftly defired to make, 
will begin. «My aunt will not wholly 
explain herfelf, but talks of fome hints 
which ihe has received, and our firft 
fearch after him is to be at Bath. With 
what ardor dots my mind Ipnng for- 
ward to that invifible goal towards which 
it fo impetuoufly tends ! My heart beats 
high with a thoufand inexplicable ex- 
pectations, and I vainly endeavour to 
reftrain their impetuofity, by reflecting 
that they may never be fulfilled. , 

LE T- 
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LETTER IX. 


W E have fet out and performed 
our firft ftage. My aunt is not 
yet able to travel far at a time, and 
would perfuade me that I am not. 

Ought I to inform you that your 
friend Burell is not well ? He has an 
air of dejcdtion, a look of wearing for- 
row that affefts me. Ah i my brother, 
he is your correipondent — How my 
heart beat, how was every nerve agitated, 
when I firft obferved this alteration in 
his countenance! I leaked at him, I 
would have enquired after you, but fhe 
found died on my lips. He at length 
underftood me j you are well, and I am 
happy. 

Burell has juft quitted us, having, 
thought fit to alk fny leave to accom- 
pany 



OF FANCY. 


3* 

pany us thjas far, and our chaife is now 
.getting ready to proceed. I will own 
this flow progrefs agrees not at all with 
the ardor of my fpirit. I feel myfelf as 
a painter, who ftill burns with impa- 
tience for the laft ftroke which fljall 
finifli fome favourite pi&ure— he fees 
it grow under his eye, but he fears left, 
in the courfe of the work, fome idea 
ihould be forgotten. It is with equal 
warmth that I wiih for the moment 
when my plan fhall be compleated, and 
I fhall be fltisfied. We have fome books 
with us, but dven they will not fhbrten 
the way to me. My aunt recommends 
hiftory to me. I have read hiftory, and 
what, my dear brother, is it? A pidure 
of the crimes of mankind from gene- 
ration to generation — too often a falfe 
mirror of perfons, fuch as they, never 
exiftedj while thofe characters alone 

worthy of iftiltation, we frequently loft 

* • 
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in the multitude, without cyen a me- 
morial of their virtues remaining. . 


LETTER X. 


Q jfclR 'progrefs- is again flopped; 

! yet, would you believe it ? I am 
willing it fhould be fo, and am happy 
to; give, up a fjew: days to the knowingof 
thofejieaujs I. have. fallen irj with-, - Y 
' '4-t.’thjs:. minute, we 'are fheltered in a 
neat houfe, where nothing is wanting to 
convenience, though not riuch is given 
to elegance. At the fide of my bed, 
{fori am confined to it,) a little cherub, 
the picture of health, mirth, and ^inno- 
cence, ftands at the knees of her mo- 
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and contemplation. I have the happi- 
nefs t9 be obliged to this charming wo- 
man — But I forget you are ignontnt 
whom I am talking of, and how I became 
acquainted with them. It was thus : ' 
A few days fince, when our cbaife 
was ready, we fet out and travelled ten 
delightful miles. My heart joined in 
the orifons of the feathered millions that 
furrounded us ; the mild ferenity of the 
morning, the delightful fenfation I felt 
in following the moft enthufiaftic of my 
wifhes, every thing confpired to render 
our journey enchanting. For my own 
parti I could have travelled thus far 
ever, but my aunt complained of being 
weary. We ’flopped at the little vil- 
lage I am yet fo nearj and whilft fhe 
lay down to repofe herfelf, I ftraggled 
round it to look for an acquaintance 
among its inhabitants. At a finall dis- 
tance from the village, and oppofite to 
the low wooden paling of the very ho do 
Vot. I. D I now 
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I How write from, I flopped to oonverfe 
with an old man, who, after fppnding 
eighty years of life in labour and penury, 
is now tottering on its verge. The 
feeblencfs of his walk, the few grey locks 
that covered his fun-burnt temples, at- 
tracted my attention and my reverence. 
Poverty and grief are feldom hard of 
accefs. Before he moved his hat 1 had 
refolved to fpeak to him. He has 
fpent his life, as 1 faid, in penury and 
labour} he complains of injuftice and 
misfortune} he lamented* he was no 
longer able to purfue the track of his 
youth, and yet he has ftill hopes of 
getting better, and is ftill defirous of 
living: at eighty years of age he Hat- 
ters himfelf with future health, and hopes 
for that happinefs and profperity which 
the days of his youth never afforded 
him. I have obferved this, but never 
Before did it ftrike me fo ftongly. 

I flood 
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I ftodd contemplating this ftrange 
delire of prelent exiftence in lilence. I 
had gad^red as 1 ftood, without think- 
ing, a wild rofe, which hung near me— 
its leaves fell — the wind carried them 
away, and not a trace of it remained. 
I continued to contemplate it as the 
emblem no lefs of life than of beauty. 
The old man feemed to think I was 
unwilling to liften to him, and had 
walked away ; but I flipped a trifle into 
ihis hand, and quitted him, buried in 
thought. * I eroded over and refled on 
the paling I before mentioned ; but on 
calling up my eyes to the window of the 
houle whofe little garden it enclofed, 
my whole* attention was engaged— l 
beheld a handfome young man, refting 
his arms on a table which flood nepr 
it — I could perceive die animation and 
tendernels of his countenance eameft- 
ly ftretchefl forward— his eyes directed 
mine to th$. objedt on which his at- 
D a tendon 
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tendon was fixed. Though half (haded 
from obfervation by the window curtain, 

I (aw that lovely woman, whc|n I have 
mentioned to you already, the fair 
mother of the infant now near me : (he 
flood- timid, blulhing, as if attempting 
to retire. In the window fat her little 
girl, bufiedl with the earneftnefs of her 
age, in forming a nofegay of fome 
flowers which lay fcattered in her lap. 
You will think how my attention wa* 
engaged. I looked on all three — A | 
wiflied to be acquainted with them, andP 
in that wi(h forgot the impropriety I 
was guilty of in thus flopping to 
obferve them. I dp not know when 
I (hould have recollefted nlyfelf, if the 
little creature, having finiihed her bou- 
quet, had not haftily rifen, and, (bat- 
tering the remaining flowers on the 
flopr, prefented it with thfe winning, 
grace of innocence to the«young gen- 
tleman. , He took her in his arms, and, 

what 
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what I tnyfelf longed to do, almoft 
fmothered her with kiffes. But her 

t 

mother approached to take her from 
him, and then firft lifted up her eyes, 
and beheld me. The blufhes on her 
countenance foon covered me with e^ual 
confufion, and I hurried ?way from 
the interefting fcene. I caft my eyes 
back a thoufand times, in hopes lhe 
might have the curiofity to look after 
me; but I was difappointed, and re- 
turned again to the inn at which we 
had put up, where I found my aunt 
and dinner waiting for me. I longed, 
and yet dared not explain my- 
fe If to her: fhe would have fuppofcd 
the whole fcene the effetts of my 
wild imagination, as lhe delights to 
call it. 

How is it, my brother, that there are 
people, aikhvorthy people too, to whom 
the book of nature leems opened in 
D 2 •‘vain—* 
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vain — that book* every page oflwhich is 
lo facred to me? 

In my laft I lamented the flownefs of 
our progrefs, yet I now myfelf wilhed 
to delay it : but I faw no method of ac- 
compliihing it j my aunt for on<?e feemed 
in hafte, and 1 had no refource left. I 
found a moment, however, to defcribe 
the houfe to the poftillion, and delired 
him to drive near it. My aunt will at- 
tempt no more than twenty miles a day* 
I knew therefore he would move llowly. 

We fat off, and as we palled the lit- 
tte habitation, I faw the child running 
on the grafs-plat at the door, and ftraia- 
ed my eyes, but in vain, in foarch of 
fome other of the inhabitants. I had 
even loft fight of her, when I found the 
chaife overturning. I ftretched out my 
arm over the window* co protect my aunt, 
and in a minute we were laid in the 
duft. My injun&ions had, ] imagine, 

' awakened 
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awakened fthe position’s curiofity, and > 
whilft looking behind him, he drove the 
chaile wheel on the flump of a tree whith 
flood near the road fide, and was not 
ienfible of the mifchief time enough to 
recover himfelf. The accident was foon 
perceived : every one near ran to our 
affiflance, and among’ the reft I beheld 
the young man who had firft attracted 
my attention. My aunt was unhurt ; I 
had not thought myfelf much frightened, 
yet a ficknefs, unaccountable to me, 
came over fhe. With fome difficulty I 
was lifted out of the carriage, and 
brought into this houfe ; the miftrefs of. 
which flew to my affiftance, but, inftead 
of reviving, I grew yet fainter, and in 
fhort, my dear brother, fbon difcovered 
my left arm had been broken. A fur- 
geon was fern for, and all is now well : 
he infifts on confining me fome days 
' longer; but Writing 1 will not be denied. 
1 have a thoufand things more so add t 
D 4 but 
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but my aunt, dear woman ! too watch- 
ful over me, infifts on my deferring 
thfcm for the prefent. I want to give 
you a defeription of my companion, of 
her little pratler, and of her Frank— I 
havQ already learnt his name. My 
heart labours with a thoufand emotions, 
and I am forbidden to exprefs them. 


LETTER XI. 

I REPEAT, with pleafure, that I 
have the happinefs to be indebted to 
the attention of this charming woman. — 
Peace to thofe narrow fouls who wifli 
never to be obliged ! — For my own 
part, it is my boaft that I receive a fa- 
vour from a noble mind, w*th a fatisfye- 
tion even greater than that which I, If now 

in 
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in conferfing one ; yet I have felt my 
heart*glow‘when I have bellowed — it has 
fwelled with fenfations on that account 
which the world Ihould not bribe 'me to 
relinquilh. 

How often do I thank heaven fdr’the 
exquifite happinefs I find tnyfelf pof- 
feffed of, in opening myfelf to a heart, 
every pulfe of which vibrates to the feel- 
ings of my own ! That firft, that deareft 
treafure of my life, lhall I ever be re- 
quired to relinquilh it ? No, my dear 
brother the web of my being is more 
feeble in its texture than yours, and I 
exill but in the hope of its Ihorter du- 
ration. , 

This lovely Ruth, die miftrefs of the 
little habitation that now contains* me^ 
whom, at the moment when I defpaired 
ofltnowing her, chance has fo*happily 
brought in my wky, is all' that her fine 
eyes 6xprefs her tb'be-J-open, geheroiiS, 
fenfible* and refihfck-uncukttatfcd by 
' art ; 
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art; but what has not nature beftowed 
upon her ? Though my aunt- has more 
than once chid me for the expreffion, I 
will yet call, that chance happy, which 
put me in a fituation to contemplate the 
ingemioufnefs and fenfibility I was born 
to admire. Are tlie pains of the body 
to be regarded when fo greatly over- 
balanced by the pleafurcs of the mind ? 
I would defcribe her perfon to you* 
fince her foul (peaks through it, but 
that I fear even you may think it is ra- 
ther the painting of fancy than truth ; 
for. though L will own I have.feen a 
thoufand faces which have excelled hers 
in. every thing, but expreffion, yet 'her 
eyes I never faw equalled — they are 
mild,, blue, and intelligent j and when 
fhe raifes them from fome objedt beneath 
to look at your face,, there is a winning 
foftnefs in them that pafles defcription. 
Surely to behold them withbut forming 
an. exalted opinion of her foul, is im- 

poffible. 
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pofiible. I have read, or rather I have 
repeated Werter to her: I knew (he 
would admire it. I (hall Toon quit irijr 
chamber, when I am to be introduced 
to her Frank j and will now relate to 
you the little hiftory Mrs. Aylelby 
has given me of herlelf. — 

Such as you this day fee me, faid (he, 
whilft a blu(h crimfoned her cheeks, I 
am the daughter of a clergyman, and, 
.1 will not attempt to conceal it from 
you, a man not more worthy than he 
was neceflitous. When I was but ele- 
ven years old, I loft that tender father, 
whom I yet remember with a fbft regret 
which I am perfuaded you can conceive, 
and which (till continues to endear him 
to me. When I faw the grave which 
received thofe dear remains, and beheld 
it cover him for ever, child as I was, 
| believed my felf incapable of furvivingi 
but I hate lited to lofe the mother, by 
whofe fide I the® wept, io equally ten- 
der 
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«Jer and lb equally beloved— I law her 
a£hes mingled with thole of a halband 
but too dear. The cold fod which con- 
cealed them from my eyes, congealed 
for ever thofe channels through which 
the *foft confcioufnefs of filial affedtion 
had been fo long accuftomed to flow — 
ri\ey were clofed never more to be 
opened. 

Ruth flopped to weep at the remem- 
brance j and you, my brother, who know 
the tears which 1 have lhed for that dear 
and amiable woman, who, in the being lhe 
gave to me, refignedher own into thehands 
of her Creator, will conceive how much I 
was afiedted. My heart, which has lb' 
often and lb eagerly panted to pour itfclf 
out at the feet of that other dear, thojigh 
cfehided parent, how was it opprelTed !* 
But I will not remove the veil you have’ 
lb tenderly endeavoured to thrdw oVer 
Eds foibles. Surely lhe, wWn my feV 
iher onde made his -wife, injured as I . 

^as 
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was by her artifice), mult be fecure : her 
name (hall not be mentioned by me 
with deteftation. — Alas! who can Be 
proof againlt the deceptions of thole 
they love ? 

. Involuntarily I joined my tears vith 
thofe of Ruth, and mourned with her 
over a path of happinefs which had 
never been opened to me, and recalled 
thofe ideas which from infancy had been 
ufed to agitate me. She faw my emo- 
tion, flopped and hefitated. I entreated 
her to proc&d. She ftifled her fighs — 
(he difperfed the tears from her own 
eyes, fearful of wounding me. I faw 
her attention, and it was not for me to 
be infenfible tS> it. From that moment 
my foul flew out to meet, it leemed ca- 
pable of mingling with hers. — Mrs. 
Aylefby continued her narration. 

A few months before my lofrng that 
deair mother, fixe had bellowed me on a 

.worthy 
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worthy man. Perhaps, had 1 chofen for 
myfelf— « — 

* Ruth blufhed, and again hefitated ; 
but I looked down, and Ihe continu- 

The importunities of fuch a mother, 
k had been ingratitude and impiety to 
refufe. Mf. Aylelby loved me j he had 
an excellent heart, and was poflcfled of 
a decent competency. I ought to have 
been happy — and I was happy with him; 
for I was convinced the laft moments of 
that dear woman were rendered more 
eafy by the proteftion Ihe had procured 
for her daughter. It was the loft ligh 
of pladd refignation that Ihe breathed 
in my bofom— that laft, that lamented 
one, in which her unpolluted foul ef~ 
caped from mortality. I have fat on 
her grave at the grey twilight of even- 
ing — I have vifited it ftith the firft 
beams of the morning ; and on the turf 

which 



OF FANCY. *7 

which concealed her, all die flowers of 
die fpring have been taught to bloflom. 
Shall 1 confefs my weaknefs to you, 
Mifs Morven ? It was a blow I had 
not prepared myfelf for — I was married, 
yet ihe it was who was moft dear to 
me, and for a fliort time my reafon, too 
feeble to fupprefs, became a martyr 
to my feelings. It was to die care and 
tendemefs of the worthy man whom 
Ihe had confided me to, that I owe 
pethaps its reftoration. After that pe- 
riod, a few months only had palled in 
which I had been able to teftify my 
gratitude to him, before he was himfelf 
feized with a fever, which on the ninth 
day robbed *me of the greateft fupport 
I had experienced. My litde Sophy, 
whom I baptifed after her grandmother, 
was then an infant. His fmall eftate 
i died with him, (being* fettled on his 
nephew,) and the pittance which, the law 
then afforded me, with forse little 
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work* of my own, have fince fupported 
myfejf and the. dear little one ip the 
manner which you now fee. 

She Hopped, and 1 thanked her a 
thoufand times, for ha- condefcenfion j 
but .1 will own to you I was^aot con- 
tented. Who was this Frank whom 
I had firft feen ? Frank 1 had heard 
her call him. I alked her with lotpe 
hefitation, ftie anfwered with greatg* 
but at laft> with that fweet ingenuouf- 
nels of manner which had won me to 
her, I will own, faid before I 
was ever engaged to Mr. Aylefby, 
I -had feen another— this Frank— he is 
m d&ant relation — in fhort, might I 
have chofen for myfelf, • it had been 
him: • but he had,^quitted the- tillage 
where I then re%lecl,?and I could not 
dream that he had thegghferof ipe. 
My dear mother byliev^d _ ( Mr. Ayljf^y 
«wW[ make me. hippy. 4 was.^ united 
tp .him* and . jcu^et. during Jbi$ life. di|J 

Me* 
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I lee this young man; and for three 
years '.which I have pafied in widow- 
hood, he has been on a voyage to 
China. I had ahnoft forgotten that he 
exifted; at leaftl flattered myfelf I had: 
but a few days ago I was furprized 
with the fight of him, and fainted be- 
fore he could fpeak; and th^t day, Mils 
Morvdn, on which I firft faw you, — 
how doubly dear will it ever be to 
my heart! — was that on which my 
Frank firft made an avowal of affection 
to me — |Ct>uld I do otherwife than 
believe him ?— 

She concluded, vainly endeavouring 
to hide her blufhes. 1 wanted words 
to express how much (he had obliged 
me ; but her eyes could underftand me 
without; they exprefled to her how 
much her charming candour and ten* 
deraefs have enchanted me. — I lhall 
ioon be introduced to this Frank, whom 
it is eafy to fee lhe loves ; anc$»l, my 
** Vol. I. E dear 
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dear brother; was bom, I believe, to 
love nothing equal to you. 


LETTER XII. 

I 

I HAVE feen and converfed with 
Frank, but know not how it is, 
l am not yet of intelligence with ton — 
I do not, in fatt, find him ill that 1 ex- 
pefted. His eyes dark, bright,, and 
penetrating, there is foul in thern, 
but are they thofe of a lover? Do 
they follow inceffantly die mild ex- 
preffion of my Ruth’s, of his Ruth's ? 
Does he not rather receive than return 
the affe&ion which glows on her cjh^e^ 
and the tendernefs , that trembles on 

i^ s 't ,f * * i 1 4 ' i } 

her, lip ? He is capable of talking to a 
of graces, of other graces than 

thofe 
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thofe of his lovely widow. — I already 
diflike him ; for he leems unworthy of 
the affe&ion fhe bears him, and 1 could 
almoft think infenfible to it. He can 
fix his looks on another, and even 
diftreffes me with his attention. How 
fhall I delpife this Frank, whom I 
expected to admire, if he is capable of 
playing with her tendernefs ! 

1 am new to the world, yet already, 
my brother, have 1 obferved that cru^l 
ferenity with which your fex can be- 
hold the embarralTment of ours. Boldly 
they fix 'their eyes on us — we are co- 
vered with confufion, and wifh to lhrink , 
into ourfelvesj but that gaze, lo dif- 
treffing, purfues us, and the language of 
our bluihes is not underftood. You 
.acdufe us of vanity, and perufe us with 
a fcnranhdng ey< as ^willing tO mor- 
tify us. It is hot beauty alone which 
attracts thofe looks fo perplexing: 
there is n6 fit tt but has beefT'fottie- 
‘ *' E 2 times 
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times fo perufed, and for what, but to 
add to the too vifible uneafinefs already 
glowing there ? My Indignation is railed 
by this conduct. Once, I remember, 
it conquered me. In a room full of 
company, at Lady Carlton’s, a young 
man, lor near an hour, had fixed his 
eyes on me ; at laft he came behind, 
and, refting on my chair, feemed fa 
if willing to penetrate my heart 
through the light covering .that, con- 
cealed it. ' I could almoft have filled 
that the glance which I gave hifti as I 
quitted the room with precipitation bad 
been mortal. When I met him' once 
afterwards, he offered an apology, .and 
was more difgufting to trie than ever.— 
But to ray prelent fituation. ' 

I have made up a little library here, 
in a clofet which joins to the room I aip 
now in, and whan I go I fhall. even 
leave my Wetter with this Ruth, who 
has already attached, me ; andm-tb? 
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dear girl, whom ihe has taught already 
to read, I have given the works pf 
the charming Counters of Genlis, thofe 
works lo formed to open the heart, 
and awaken it to all the finer fenfa- 
riorts. You will fcarce believe how 
much 1 envy to France the birth of 
that benevolent writer. I find with 
pleasure Sophy already comprehend 
Ibmething of her ftory of Pamela. 
Thofe pleating and animating pi&ures 
of die ihfant heart, when Ihall 1 lay 
to myfelf I have Efficiently perufed 
them? ^ 

y With what pleafure do I place the 
flowers which Sophy gathers from the 
Helds for me *next jny heart ? — I have 
walked out to -the village more>thah 
bhce/aftd find that my aunt and I are 
Bu 6 R‘tSdked ctf there, a whifper, being 
circulated that we are certainly fome- 
l bbdyv' A lover would . forely cake that 
opportunity of fraying with has ntiftrefij 
E 3 but, 



THE VICTIM 


5 4 

bur, on the contrary, Frank accom- 
panies, and is attentive to us, and I like 
him lefs than ever. 


LETTER XIII. 

I T is Sunday, and I went this morn- 
ing to church. How fhall I exprefs 
to you the furprize or the rapture I 
.there experienced! You Ihould ima- 
gine a man, who has 'been blind from 
his birth, in one moment bleft with 
univerfal vifion and unbounded intelli- 
gence — you Ihould think in what 
founds he would exprels himfdf, with 
all the mercies of heaven, all the beau- 
ties of nature, pouring in upon him at 
once; and perhaps, my brother, you 
might then form fomc idea of the man- 
ner 
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ner in which I have this day heard the 
Benedicite read. Surprised, I fixed my 
eyes on the reverend deliverer. The 
curate of a neglected . country village 
fulfilled to my foul all that it ever ima- 
gined of energy, propriety, fublimity, 
and feeling. The notes from an organ, 
full, clear, melodious, modulated, are 
nothing to his voice ; fince the ani- 
mated expreffion — that expreflion, the 
offspring only of the human heart— 
informs every inflection of it, and evety 
found feems only to pafs through his 
lips but to owe its origin to the foul.— 
I was greatly flattered by his finding 
fomething in me worthy of his .atten- 
tion. I thought 1 more than once 
caught his eye, and, when the fervice 
was ended, was honoured by his re- 
quelling me fo fit this afternoon in his 
pew j and at the fame time, with an air 
of kind prepofleffion, he invited me to 
drink tea with his wife. I own l long 
' E 4 to 
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to, fitter into a conversion with him, ,of 
which 1 almoft feel myfelf unworthy, 
You will believe that the man who thus 
read the Benedicitc, performed all other 
parts of the fervice equally - devputly, 
equally wonderfully. Ruth will not acr 
company me ; and when 1 told her the 
pleafure which 1 promifed myfejlf, , ihe 
fmiled- Could I believe it pofiible for 
her to fmile fatirically, I Ihould have 
been alarmed for this new favourite — but 
no, I will rather believe it to be at that 
warmth with which I already inte&eft 
myfelf concerning him, f , 

I have fince walked out with Sophy : 
to hear the prattle of the innocent, to 
gather the fentiments of their hcaj^s, 
to- fee the little eyes gliften wh#nryou 
talk of the neceflity of leaving them, 
and to liften to thole enchanting ex- 
preflions of affe&ion which we know to 
be lincere ; is there a pleafure on earth 
to compare with it? 
i - . - , ■ I like 
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I tike Mrs. Aytefoy’s loVer better 
that) I did: he did Hot this morning 
offer to accompany me. When I came 
home, I found him fitting befide Ruth; 
her hand was in his, and his eyes feemed 
overflowing with tendernefs. His "foul 
may be more capacious than I have yet 
been able to conceive ; he may be ca- 
pable of loving with all the ardor this 
fweet woman deferves j and he may yet 
be capable of paying me thofe attentions 
he may fancy I expeft. He.does not yet 
know me ; if he did, he would be af- 
fured, that yrhen his eyes affiduoufly 
follow her, when he forgets to give me 
the tea whi<jh (he has juft put in his 
hand, I think better of him than if he 
fpent an hour in encomiums on myfelf. 


LET- 
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LETTER XIV. 

A H ! my dear brother, the dews of 
the morning are not more, rapidly 
diipeUed by the beams of the fummer 
iun> than the opinions I had formed 
have difappeared before conviction. 
The enthufiafm I boaft of deceives me. 
The deception is removed, but the dif. 
coveiy that it was fuch has left a wound, 
and that the deeped;, behind. The tor- 
rent of eloquence and energy which I 
had heard, flung a milt before my eyes : . 
he who had enchanted me with it, 
fcemed (truck with the fenfjbility I could 
not reprefs, and I was blinded com- , 
pleady. 

X have been again to church ; I have 
pafled two hours in the company of 
tills wonderful reader, this enchanting 
preacher* and I 'have nor another flu 
voterafeteepithet te'add.— But I Ihould 

tell 
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tell you what has dilgufted me : read 
on, and you will own I have reafon.to 
be ib. 

I accepted the curate’s invitation, und 
accompanied him home. Ever defirous 
of exprefling myfelf rather with energy 
than volubility, I was now more than 
ufually filent. He gave me the cha- 
r afters of feveral of his parilhioners as 
they palled, and 1 was furry to find them, 
by his defcription, fo little worthy of 
their paftor. I obftrved the poignancy 
of his wit ; 1 could not avoid alio ob- 
fcrving the fevcrity of his fatire. When 
arrived at his houfe, I was received 
there by his wile ; the eafe of whofe 
manners would grace a duchefs, and 
the motherly affeftion with which fhe 
feemed to view me, won her my whole- 
heart. 

This couple have one fen, theobjeft 
in which their mutual affe&ions- feem to 
cenfre. He is the laft of nwy children. 

My 
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My heart bled *when I beheld this dear 
and only hope oppreffed with fidcnefs, 
and only kept by continual attention, as 
Ruth had before informed me, from the 
grave. I witneffed with fympathifing 
pity the apprehenfive tendernefs which 
breathed through every accent of the 
tremblingparents. Iwasreallyftruckwith 
them, they feemed no lefs fo with me j 
and 1 will own that the compliments I 1 
received from both, though too' pointed 
wholly to agree with my ideas of deli- 
cacy, were yet very grateful to me — to 
my vanity perhaps I IhotUd fay. A 
thoufand enquiries — how {hall I fay it ? 
—a thoufand impertinent enquiries fue- 
ceeded — my income, my family, where 
I was going, on what account — in ihori, 
all that the pnoft. infatiable euriofity fcbtild 
fuggeft, or $11 that h mind thd mofif^hti- 
feeling and Unpolilhed could demhAd.' 
Embaraffed and Confided at’ the ' gPols 
improprieties I fouhd this perfon,’ who 

had 
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" bad fo charmed me, to be capable 
I wifhed only to eficape. I llaid, how- 
ever, long enough tp fee him guilty* of 
worfe than flagrant unpolitenefs and 
mean curiofiry. 

A young man rode up to the gate on 
horfeback — You £hail hear the character 
the curate gave him, and I will, if pof- 
fibl^ have patience to tell you what, 
palled afterwards. That, faid he, . is 
the ion of a neighbouring gentleman: 
you fee in him, my dear child, one of 
the moft profligate and delpicabfo young 
fellows breathing. He on whom this 
character was bellowed, alighted,, how- 
ever, and when he entered, believe me, 
I do not exaggerate, the fame look of 
cqrdiality and appearance of pleafore I 
had been flattered by^were refumed. Mr. 
Manvill the curate, even exprefied, a re- 
gard for die youp§iifRaiv whom a mi* 
mite before, he, jb^d rcprefented , as def* 
.pjcable and profligate, v prefle^him.to 
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ft*yc with all the apparent earneftnefs of 
friend fhip, and engaged him for fome 
wefcks next (hooting feafon. 

I was totally confounded. Grieved 
and indignant, I did not even trufl: my 
eyes.. Mr. Manvill introduced me to this 
ftranger. You will not wonder that I 
have not terms to exprefs my deteftation, 
when I tell you, that this reverend mo- 
' nitor was capable of railing a blulh on 
the cheek of modefly : in fhort, he for- 
got he was a gentleman, and took plea- 
fiire in the bold laugh which he gave rife 
to in tho -young man, and the cortfufion ~ 
with which he covered me.— Think 
what I felt in difeovering that indeli- 
cacy is a term of praife toVhat he de- 
ferres. — I quitted him with precipitation, 
and die hand which I had before given 
him as a father, almoft as a faint, Ihrurtk 
from his. Cold and difgufted as I was. 
Impenetrating eye and finding counte- 
' nance perufed mine. If unconquerable 

and 
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and undifguifed contempt was written 
there, can I help it? 1 am not formed 
to diflemble. ' * 

On my return, I wept in the bofom 
of the gentle Ruth — ihe knew him. 
Alan! his life is marked with duplicity ; 
— yet lhe knows him capable of benevo- 
lent actions. My aunt chid me. It is 
this, faid lhe, I blame in you : — a man 
has talents j he has fome of the virtues, 
and you expert him to be poffdTed of all. 
You dream, my child ; awaken yourfelf, 
or the lhocks you mull yet have to fu£- 
fiy, will overcome you. A little lefs 
ardor and more moderation in your ex- 
pectations had fecured you from this. I 
can deteft hi* faults, and may be per- 
haps even furprifed at, but I am not 
overcome by them •—’■My aunt may be 
right; I will believp lhe is; but, ah! 
my dear brother, Ihe verges on fifty, 
and I, .as to the world, am but an in- 
fant. 
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On'Tuefday I quit this dear afylum 
and its benevolent miftrcfs. She fighs 
•at the approaching reparation •, but when 
I am gone, her Frank will be every 
tiling to her. 

'fo- morrow is the firft day of May, 
and I have prepared fome ruftic decora- 
tions. Perhaps l may tell you of 
them. 

My aunt has been more impatient than 
myfelf at this delay — fhe rallieamc on the 
regard I feel for Ruth, and is furprized, 
Jhe tells me, that I, who behold talents 
and genius with fuch admiration, and with 
all the envy which a heart not ignoble can 
entertain, fhould be attached to this foft 
and amiable being. — Ah } my brother, 
what has genius, what have talents to 
da with the affe&ions ? We may admix 
the understanding, but it is the hqut' 
otiy we love. In Ruth 1 find all the 
linipk and unacted graces of na* 
tpe*,. Perhaps I would travel miks.to 

behold 
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behold a Gibbon or a Hayley, to view 
the features of a Reynolds or a Copley > 
and 1 ihould feel that gratification in 
feeing them, which the prefence of a 
luperior being might be fuppofed to pro- 
dug*; but for the fqft intercourfe of mu- 
tpjd jfriendfhip, we do not require to be 
dazzjed only ; it is fufficient that our 
hearts are moved, and we find ourfelves 
pleafed. 


LETTER XV. 

I FEEL my mind at this minute in 
aftateof perplexity} forfiifpicions have 
arifen in it, which, if juft, may be dan- 
gerous to the peace of my friend, to the 
quiet %f my own-beart— which, if un- 
juft, ? ’ought bitterly to reproach myfeif 
Vol. I. F with.— 
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with.— -You will fmile perhaps when 1 
tell you the trifle wliich has given rife to 
them. 

Ruth and 1 this morning role early, 
and ftrolled out to enjoy the fragrance 
which breathes from every fhrub and 
flower, which the hand of nature fcat- 
ters with wild aqd beautiful prdfufion 
on the earth. We had not proceeded 
far before Frank followed and overtook 
usu My eyes fixed in admiring the 
beauties which furrounded me, my heart 
in filently adoring their Almighty Cre- 
ator, I did not at firft perceive die cold 
and formal filence which he kept, > I 
walked (lowly forward, and, leaning on 
the firft ftile that pretexted itfelfj looked 
toward heaven, and loft all ideas but 
tkofeof devotion -but the approach of 
feme labourers j fpon routed me^ when 
removing a few fteps to giye, w a tf (to 
them, 1 was furprized tq fee FrapMpok- 
Ing in my face with an attention ^>at 

urconfqfed 
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confuted me, whilft Ruth leaned on his 
arm, and was peruling his with no lefs. 
As I turned, Frank ftarted, and held 
out his hand to offer me affiftance I was 
not in need of, and then preffing*his 
hat lower on his forehead, hemmed two 
or three times as if willing to Ipcak, 
whilft the deepeft crimfon covered his 
whole countenance, Both Ruth and 
myfelf - caught the glow which we could 
not help obferving, and we all fixed 
our eyes on the ground, and proceeded 
for fome minutes without uttering a 
fyllable. 

Perhaps I had not fo much remarked 
this little occurrence, but for fome 
words which yefterday ftruck me as they 
efcaped Frank. He was with Ruth and 
' niyfelf, who were talking of Water. 
.He had fate filent for more than half an 
hour* tiH ’on Ruth’s laying there could 
‘gertafaly be ho mjfcry equal to that 
* pf Injuring the peace of thofe we love — 
F 2 " not 
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not even that of loving ourlelves with- 
out hope, — he ftarted up, and catching 
Ruth's hand, who fate next hint, faid, 
with emotion — True, my dear Ruth, 
and when both thofe evils fall on one 
‘man, furely they lhould produce dif- 
tra&ion. — The fudden and earneft ad- 
drefs ftartled her — He faw it, and 
feemed to endeavour at an air of tran- 
quillity. — I had myfelf obferved the ve-. 
hemence with which he had expreffed 
himfelf, and was happy that the en- 
trance of my aunt gave a new tun) to 
the converfation.— Frank, I know not 
why, was never a favourite of hers, 
and I could almoft /ancy he has feen 
it, and affiduoufly avoids intruding on 
her. — He foon after quitted the room, 
and the impreflion which die whole 
circumftance then made on my mind 
had worn off, but far. that ,0^ this 
morhing, which, trifling as.it was, re- 
' called and ftrengthened fome fears which 

my 
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my own observation and iome hints of 
my aunt had given rife to. 

Our departure from hence is fixed * 
for to-morrow, and perhaps I ought 
rather to rejoice at, than regret it. 


Since I quitted my pen I have been 
much furprized. I will tell you things 
as they happened. 

I had had a may-pole raifed — At 
noon all the children of the village 
aflembled round it, their mothers bring- 
ing baikets of flowers— fix of the pret- 
tieft (Sophy was one), in light running 
drefles, drawn round the bofoms, and 
tied tiwwfer-wife at the .little ankles, 
with a. girdle of ribbon round their 
waifr, flood expecting the Signal for 
the race which I had appointed- The 
' fwifteft was to be queen, and I had 
r prepared a garland to, crown her. I will 
own we thought ovp Sophy would win, 
'•F. 3 and 
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and ihe was, as we expe&ed, juft at the 
pok, her little hands fliretched forward 
to grafp it, when the child next to 
her fell down — Ihe turned to aflift her — 
■another paired by, and claimed the 
p/ize*— -Poor Sophy burft into tears— 
I had been touched with the child’s 
tendernefs ; for through that only Ihe 
had forfeited the reward of victory. 
However, to be ftridtly impartial, I 
made another garland wirh fome arti- 
ficial flowers and pink ribbon, which 
happily her little .rival preferred; and 
the wreath I had made for Sophy, of 
the only rofes I had been able to 
procure, a Iprig of myrtle^ and here 
and there a white narciffus, faftened be- 

i 

hind with a fky-blue ribbon 4 , admirably 
fuiting her fair hair, was adjufted jto 
her head; but on the reft looking a 
little jealous, Ruth and 1 feated ourfelves' 
on the grafs in the midft of them, and’ 
witj> a few cowflifd and violets ( let all td 

rights, 
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rights,, an& , $ter a ( di£ributipn of cakes 
and ( fweetmeats, they, r^n to form a 
ring j^und the may-pole. — l had ' 
thought , it ill fix$ in the morningi the 
wind rofe a little, and, I faw it was 
near falling. 1 fcreamed to the childrep, 
and flew myfelf, forwards to fupport it* 
but, before I could reach it, f found 
myfelf drawn back, and (judge my 
furprize) 1 faw Burell dart before me, 
and ayert the danger. The inclofure 
we were in was behind the houfe, ^nd 
whilft my aunt was feated at one of 
the back windows, Burell had arrived, 
and had fcarce fpent a minute in en- 
quiry. , 

When he faw the fixation I had put 
myfelf in— it was dangerous enough, 
considering my but ill-recovered arm — he 
feared fpr.me, and , the /eft happened as 

Uns$le, 1 to account foe. has interpo- 
fltic^: JRuth, looked at me, and my 

\ " F 4 wonder 
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wonder almoft equalled her own ; but 
Btyfdl leaving the pole! to the care of 
the country-folks, 1 gave him my hand 
— rhe is your friend, he muft be mine. — - 
His eyes fparkled with plealiire. Good 
God 1 faid he, trembling as he held it, 
what have Jr endured for thefe few days 
pad: ! Is there a power on earth Which 
can again oblige me to lofe fight of 
you, even for a moment ? 

His energy, his eyes fixed on my 
face, difconcerted me j I faw again the 
look of dejeftion I have before men- 
tioned to you : I half withdrew my 
handi Charming woman ! faid he, as 
hefitating he detained it, what have I 
uttered? 1 had loft you— I am again 
at your fide— can you expeft me to be 
reafonable ? 

At this minute Frank approached from 
the houfe, as if intending to jean usj 
but fcacce. flopping, made a flight 46- 
fliaauon to Burell j and quickening his 

pace, 
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pace> he pafled'on, and I have not fince • 
feen him. Burell’s eyes followed him 
with a, kind of ftefn- curiofity, and 
when he had loft fight of him, he for 
the firft time addreffed himfelf to Ruth 
with an enquiry after Frank— an inco- 
herent one, and furely it was needlefs. 
Her blufhes might have told him who 
he was, and what he was to her. . 

The arrival of the ftranger had dif-. 
concerted the whole group of little 
onesj to relieve them therefore, and' 
defirous of knowing what had brought 
Burell on fo fudden a vifit, I led the 
way in, but could fcarcely'perfuade Ruth 
to join us — Ihe for the firft time talked' 
of intruding.* In Ihort, Burell’s beha- 
*viour, and her lodks, more archly intd- 
ligent than I had before feen them, 
have, opened my eyeswor am I agdin 
deceiving myfelf ft/ 

When wejoined my aunt,Buidltold 

me* } 
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me, that when he laft quitted us, he 

proc^dtd to Bath f am miftaken, if 

by his faying it my aunt gained any 

inforniation. — When he found we did 

not arrive there, n and when at laft re- 
* ' 

turning, by die rout he knew we fhould 
take, he could gain no intelligence of 
us, he Was uneafy, to ufe his own words 
— he was frantic with apprehenfion. 
Night and day he travelled the road, 
till, after having difcovered the ftage 
we laft quitted, and wandering near it 
yet in uncertainty, he met our fervant 
in the village, who informed him of the 
place of our refidence, and the accident 
which had detained us here. 

This ardor, my dear brother, lb like 


my own, and this attention to me, does^ 
it proceed from his friendlhip for you, 
and 'frofti the intereft he takes in me as 


your lifter Only ? I Wild willingly yet 
believe it poffible ffohfftiy Own heart^-- 


f 
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I will believe it j for what i$ there, pny 
brother} that, as yout friend, I would not 
do for him ? * • 

The curate called it} here this even- 
ing : he had heard of our intended de- 
parture, , and could not, he laid, deny 
himfelf the pleafure of lpending half 
an hour in our company. The young 
man I mentioned before — you remember 
his opinion of him — was on Jus arms 
could Mr. Manvill then think to gratify 
me by that flattering language, that 
look of affedtion with which he addfefied 
me ? Is it poffible, that, poflefted of 
fuch talents himfelf, he imagines the 
reft of the world can neither compare 
nor combine ? That vanity muft indeed, 
be egregious, which could be deceived 
by fo flimfy a covering. Can the . 
who, converfing,with you, treats ifldifj-, , 
criminately with contempt and degrade „ 
tion all who are mentioned, be weak > 
enough to fuppofe you can think your- 

felf 
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felf exempted from his fatire any longer 
than,whilft you are with him? And 
whilft he feemed even to wifh that I 
Ihould obferve the ironical compliments 
he paid this young man, could he f\jp- 
'pofe I .was not confcioys his treatment 
of me might be the fame ? He has the 
fecret of adapting the deception to the 
objeft, and his mean foul can triumph 
'in it. $e now triumphs in it; but 
will the moment never be at hand when 
he ih# wiih, but in vain, to be dif- 
gvifed to himfelf— -when thofe words of 
praife to a virtue unknown to him, 
" Behold an Ifraelite in whom there' is 
no guile!” like the voice of thunder, 
(hall fall on his foul ? Will the time 
never come, when, as a reproach he 
feallrfeel them, and.fl*all envy the fim-' 
pkft Ion of natyre co ( whom they^can 
be applied ? 


LET- 
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LETTER XVI. 

I HAVE quitted my amiable hoftefs. 

I do pot know how it was> though 
I would have given the worlds to be 
without them, I felt a thouiand fore- 
bodings — I drained her to my heart? — 
it learned ready to burft its priforo**I 
looked at her deeping Sophy, whom 
1 had the courage not to awaken : one 
little hand was under her head, her fair 
locks curling round her delicate face : 
the flowers of yefterday were on her 
pillow. Lovely human blofibrp! and 
tfcou allb muft fade: faid 1 tbtajyfelf, 
as my tears fell on her forehead— 1 She 
flarted and 1 hurried away. I aflted for 
Frank •, brut late lad night He tdokr his 
horfe, and left an apology widv his 
Ruth — fome hidden bufinefs he talked 
of— but when lhe told me of it, a fweec 

fadnefi 
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fadriefs fat on every feature.— My mind 
ieerned ftrongty to fprbode forpe mis- 
fortunes to one or both of them; but 
I would avoid thefe fancies, and I made 
Ruth promife to write to me. 

Wien the chaife drove from her door, 
as Hie (looped over the little gate, when 
1 few the laA waving of her handker- 
' chief,' mjr voice died on my lips, ’Tis 
true that when the fault was pall re- 
' pairing, 1 was angry with myfelf for 
die weaknefs I had fhewn, and my aupt 
too leemed vexed. If your heart fli^s 
ou£ flhus to every ftranger^ faid ihp, 
my dear niece, will your exigence 
bet If you feel fo much in leaving, an 
acqitfjfetance of a week or two, how 
do’you think the great misfortunes of 
Jife are to te borne ? 

My aunt was perfectly right, and thefe 
were the very fenti merits which had juft 
railed in my own mindj yet I don’t 
know bow it was, her delivering them, 
r ' and’ 
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hnd that with a little feverity-^eape 
too, recalled the very ideas .fhe wilhed 

,A *. i 

to deftroy, and 1 was as weak aga,n^s 
‘ ever. 1 attempted in vain to ^ticip^te 
the pleafure 1 lhould experience „ in 
meeting with ' &uth ? and in the 

improvement of her lovely inraqf.^ I 
know not why, but 1 felt my fearf fo 
much ftronger than my hopes fha^ I 
could fcarce refrain from frefh tea^ : 
but I remembered my obligations to^y 
aunt i her difpleafure, 1 know, was mi^ed 
withuneafinefs; they both arofe only from 
her tendernefs to me, and are equally 
calls on me to exert myfelf. 
them; I appeared calm; and. 
came more chearful. 




So 
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LETTER XVlf. 


L IKE a ftream flopped in its chan- 
nel, this impetuous defire, which 
has lain awhile fo ftill, returns with re- 
doubled force. I read Werter again; 
1 contemplate its beauties ; I look for- 
ward to meeting with its author. 

I fcarce perceived till to-*day that 
Burell again accompanies us. I am 
convinced, my dear brother, I think I 
may fay convinced, that he loves the. 
I can fay this to you without fearing 
that you fhould attribute it to vanity:— 
I have juft found it out, and now wonder 
I have been fo long blind. My aunt 
encourages his paflion, which I own 
makes me uneafy. Perhaps he has told 
you of this unhappy partiality. I am 
fu re 1 have no*, deferred it of him. I 
can xefpe&'him ; I can wifh him happy 

«>Wth 
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with another; but my heart, I am con- 
vinced, cannot anfwer to his. As to 
love, I can talk of it to you. If ever I 
lhall feel that pafiion, it will like 
lightning penetrate my heart, and J 
fear it will in a moment be fueid 
there. I can fee this is very unrea- 
fonable, but it is me. — Burell is a good 
creature; he can bear with, he can 
humour my foibles; but to be loved, he 
muft fympathize with them : for that 
paflion, fo ardent, lb unbounded, and 
when real fo difinterefted, I admire, but I 
acknowledge that I dread it — And you, 
my dear brother, have you no miftrds 
but glory ? 


, .VOL. I. 
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letter xviii. 

W E are now at Bath, where we 
arrived^ this evening. Swell 
had ridden forward to lee that no ; ac- 
commodations were wanting for us* and 
I took that opportunity offpeaking to 
my aunt, and of telling her what my 
fentiments of him are, and what they 
lever muft be. She feemed both, for- 
prized and angry. Shall I fay it, Ihe 
was even fevere— Ihe called me whim- 
frcal and ungrateful. I bore it — I am 
bound tp bear it from her ; but do I 
deferve thofe epithets ? Surely not, my 
brother. They funk very deep into my 
heart. 

In the fervor of my foul, I talked 
too of the projeft Ihe had indulged me 
in; and again, anticipated my pleafure 

and 
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and my triumph over thofe who miftake 
Werter, and fee no moral in it. Sjjie 
anfwered me only with coldly faying, 
ihe thought I had grown wiler. I was 
lilent i but frnce 1 parted with you, I 
have not felt fuch pain as the whftle of 
her behaviour, cold, fevere, and Aidant, 
gave me. She feems to think there 
may be another way of controlling, npo 
befide tendemefs. — Never, my brother, 
will l forget the favours I receive; and 
as to injuries, I can forgive, but I am 
not infenfible to them. , 


G 2 
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My dew Brother, 

I WILL own I am too impatieht 
of control. My (pints were fink- 
ing, and what a cordial have 1 re- 
ceived ! — I have received a letter from 
you, who have given me every thing, 
and who are every thing to me-^fnom 
you, who excel me lb much, and who 
can yet fympathize in all my feelings. 
You can allow the motives of them 
to be worthy, perhaps noble — but I 
fee you think me extravagant. This 
pallion for genius, has it found no 
vilible objedt ? you alk me ; and lhall 
I fay it diftreffed me that you too 
mention Burell ? 

You fend me the portrait of a lady, 
and alk my opinion of it : 1 will tell it 

you 



you frankly. Shall 1 not lay every- 
thing, when 1 acknowledge your o^n 
cannot exceed }t, and I can fancy I 
behold in the face all I think you worthy 
of, and all I think worthy of you? 
You know my heart, my dear brother, 
you anil judge how perfeft 1 then 1 ^- 
beve the mind whieh illuminates if. ? 

I wilh you was with me j for I have 
gained nothing by my journey. I find 
no road of enquiry open, my foul 
fickens at my dilappointment. Like 
an eagle confined by a chain, who 
wilbes in vain to foar to the gates of 
the morning, and behold the fountain 
of light, I am bound in the trammels of 
cuftom. 

My aunt is more ferious than^ever * 
fhe perfectly Ihocks me. A young 
woman, fhe fays, wanders about to 
fearch after a man.—- She was not al- 
ways fb fevere. Has fhe altered her 
G 3 opinion. 
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opinion, or is it poffible "he before 
meant to deceive me ? 

Burell too perfifts almoft ungene- 
roufly. — If my ideas and my affe£tions 
are to be confined, I will quit them, 
1 will quit England, and fly from their 
perfecudons. The ardor of my foul & 
not, I cannot wifh it to be fobdued. 
They attempt to flop this torrent} 
but they miftake, they only encreafe its 
rapidity. 


LETTER XX. 

* / 

Frederick Burell to M^VMorven. 
Dear Moreen, 

m 9 

W HEN firft t acknowledged that 
paffion for your filler, which., I 
thought myfelf bound in honor to avow 

to 
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to you, I believed it incapable of in- 
creafe ; but I find every moment which 
has added to my knowledge of her vir- 
tues, has infenfibly added alfo to my 
love for her.— I have been happy enough 
to render myfelf agreeable to your aunt; 
but your After, whom I now believe 
above affe&ation, treats me with a marked 
referve, which almoft deftroys my hopes, 
and with them my happinefs. 

I had flattered myfelf too much from 
the friendfhip with which fhe had ho- 
nored me : from continually feeing her, 
fhe was become neceflary to my peace, 
and I had cherifhed I know not what 
fancy, that time might make me lo to 
hers. Whilft fhe remained in reality 
blind to my affe&ion, a thought fome- 
times arofe in my mind, that fhe was yet 
a woman, and might only appear to be 
fo. I law not, that, open and ingehuous 
as fhe'i$' fhe was incapable of the |ttd|e 
artifices her'fex are fometimes ch&gfed 
G 4 with ; 
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wifji j . but, Morvpn, I have found, 
thpygh too late, that, while foe is every 
thing to me, I am to her nothing more 
than her brother’s friend. But foe is 
difengaged,and whilft foe remains fo, i 
will, not yet defpair — To refift unremit- 
ted perfeverance is. the province of few, 
and perhaps even her heart is capable of 
being fubdued by it. 

She has told you on what idea foe 
came to Bath, and I now write to in- 
form you of a fcheme which I have 
formed in confequence of the end which 
foe propofes in this journey.— She ex- 
perts here to meet with the author of 
Wert er : I believe that to be impoflihle,* 
but a circumftance having happened 
which haftens my brother’s departure 
from France, offering to me one ,on 
whofe honor 1 can rely to peribnate this, 
author, has given v me the. idea. of icny; 
gaging him fo to dq> Though® belieyp 
myfdf f as jealous as even , you can be in 

whatever 
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whatever relates to the delicacy bf your 
lifter, l would not go fo far without 
informing you of it. 1 will relate to you, 
in a few words, the oecalion of my 
brother’s quitting Paris fo foon, which 
did not a little furprize me, and yod will 
recognize in it that impetuolity bf 
temper which has ever characterized 
him. 

At Verfaillcs he became acquainted 
with a Madame le Mer, a widow lady of 
family, whofe only daughter was long 
addrelfed by a young nobleman, to 
whom her affections were engaged. Ma- 
dame le Mer went as ufual to pafs a 
month in the fummer with her daughter,, 
at a retired feat Ihe poffeffed about a 
league from Verfailles, during which 
time the lover paid them no further vi- 
. fits; Vincent who had been invited by 
M&danutie Mer to fpehd the week with 
them in^ieir retirement, faw the grief 
of the* young lady,' and vrav informed of 

the 
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the' fource of it by her mother. As 
hafty in executing «s he i$,quick in con- 
ceiving an idea, he fat out unfolicited 
for Paris, where the lover refided, dc- 
figning to enter into an explanation with 
him. On arriving at his houfe, Vin- 
cent immediately defined to ‘be intro- 
duced to him ; but was furprized with an 
account of his being on the point of mar- 
riage with another lady, with whom he 
was at that time gone on a little excur- 
fion. He enquired the route they had . 
taken, followed, and overtook them* 
who were then in faft on their way, to be 
married ; and had been joined juft with- 
.out the town by a grand cavalcade* 
confiding moftly of the relations of the 
intended bride. Without debating a 
moment^ Vincent, approaching the car- 
riage, where he difoqyerhd the^jpfeith-’ 
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alighting. The young man, though 
confounded at this addreft, ordered the 
coach to proceed, faying it was only A . 
mad-headed Englilhman ; but Vincent 
leaped fiom his horie, and in a moment 
opened the coach door, and handed the 
gentleman into the road, and without much 
ceremony infilled on his immediately de- 
fending himfelf, or mounting the horfe 
he had juft quitted, and returning im- 
mediately to Mademoifelle le Mer. 
Enraged, he chofe the latter alternative, 
and Vincent, entering the carriage, ap- 
plied hirtifelf to confoling the lady the 
intended bridegroom had juft quitted, 
ah&‘ to her family, who highly incenfed 
gathered round him, he explained the 
whole motives of his a&ions, at the fame 
time declaring himfelf ready to meet any 
oite wfio thought they had a right either* 
to 'qu£ftio0bi‘ blalne him. The lady, 
hoWc^et, acknowledging herfclf fatisfied, 
nothing ' further ! ardfe : V hut ' the ! affifir 
' '* 1 ' ' made 
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m^de lo much noile that Vincent wilhed 
40 efcape from a place wjiere he had ren- 
dered himfeif remarkable. He received 
the thanks of Madame le Mer, whole 
daughter was weak enough to pardon her 
Iqvcr, and to be married to him in a 
Ihort time afterwards. 

Vincent has alfo, I underftand, from 
another quarter, an additional mauve' lor 
quitting Paris •> the friends of the lady 
having given him hints of a palfton with 
which his gallantry has inlpired her. 
Be that as it will, I know his averfion 
to being Ihewn and complimented, and 
therefore expeft him over foon. — If 
you fhould not difapprove the idea I 
have thrown out, 1 Hull certainly pur- 
foe it. * 

I was happy to meet, Ibme time fince, 
with colonel Bolton, who had then juft 
' returned from Gibraltar ; but thdftco^int 
1 T heatrd from- him- of you> gavi me an 
-'nneaShefs which l was unable to conceal 
. * from 
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from thtf penetrating eye of your fitter, 
and when ftie then enquired after you, i 
anfwered her rather confonant to my 
hopes than my wilhes. 

Adieu, dear Morven ! I will guard 
your fecret, but I Ihould be veryun- 
happy, if you concealed any material al- 
teration from your friend. — Write to me 
foon and fincerely, and believe me to 
remain, with unalterable affe&ion and 
friendlhip. 

Yours, 

Frederick Burell. 


L E t T E R XXL 

M Y aunt is certainly right, my dear 
brother, when (he tells me that 
flight* incideitts afic& me too much. 

Why 
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Why is it then, that with all the pain ’ 
which tills difpbfitidri'Caufes me, I wifh 
not to be other than I am ? They would 
perfualde hie— my aunt and Burell I 
iridul— that I am very ill • and, ‘ to 
oblige them, or, to Ipeak more juftly, . 
to avoid their importunities, I haVe cbn- 
fined myfelf to ffly chamber. What is 
, the world to me, if I am not permitted 
, to roam in it as I pleafe, to feek otit ; 
thole with whom my foul is in unifon ? 

I declare to you, whom I know capa- 
ble of believing me, that all which it 
contains is tedious and even difguftinsg 
to me, otherwife than as it moVes the 
mind and its affe&ion— in Ihort, other- 
wife than as it relates to the heart.’ ' i ■■ 

1 travelled here under a falfe hope; 

1 fee it dif^ppointed, 1 perhaps eventte- 
rided ; and the City which I am ntrtfr r irt, 
feemsa boundary Icarce left tnnWtib 
'me ‘thaft the ' dungeon of a criminal, 
w tibiae the expettccfritomcnt Of efcapitig 

r 
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from darknefs and doubt, finds the 
door which confines him ftill guarded 
without intermiffipn and without pity. 

At my aunt’s requeft, I have attended 
her * to drink the waters. Qn catting my 
eyes round the fjcene of ficknefs which 
prefented itfelf, new to a fight fo dif- 
treffing, you will eafily judge the feel- 
ings which it excited. I beheld, painted 
in all the warm and glowing colours 
of Imagination, the mothers who lhould 
ib fbon weep over the afhes of their 
children— the children who fhould water 
the grave of their parents with tears. 
Melted as 1 felt myfelf, 1 was yet capa- 
ble of concealing thofe emotions, when 
I perceived a young fbldier, who prefled 
near me; pale, wan, emaciated, he 
fcemed fcarce hovering on the laft 
verge of existence. With a trembling 
hap4> a, neat young , woman, who ac- 
companied him, prefented the glafs to 
himr^h was his fjfter, 1 have no words 
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to explain the anguilh which I felt at 
my heart i but you can conceive; my 
dear brother, and can account for it. 
Fool that 1 was, the glafs dropped from 
my hand, and I feemed furrounded by 
darkneis and confufion. . On my reco- 
very, the attention I had excited covered 
me with blulhes. As I rofe to come 
away the eyes of the whole room fol- 
lowed me, and the murmur of enquiry 
and pity reached my ears. When feated 
in the carriage, I firft took notice of an 
elegant youn’g man who had afllfted in 
fiippoiting me to it, and recovered my- 
felf fuffidently to join in my aunt’s 
compliments to him for the afliftance 
which he had offered me. She could 
not deny the permiffion he requeued to , 
wait on her, of which he has already 
availed himfelf; and I am happy to have 
had an opportunity of acquitting myfelf 
toward him with more propriety than 
was before in my power. Burell was 

prelent; 
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prefent ; his vifits to my aunt, or rather 
to me, though I receive them not as 
fuch, are as conftant as ever : I have 
by chance heard an opinion of his j af- 
fiduity, he told my aunt, would gain 
any woman, and fhe feemed to join 
with him ; but he deceives himfelfj my 
dear brother: though without it we 
are not to be won, he will find that nei- 
ther are we always gained with it. Per- 
fuafion may fubdue a weak, pity a too 
gentle mind ; but his rule will not then 
be univerfal. 

Burell, though I think with haughti- 
nefs, returned his thanks alfo to my 
aunt’s new vifitor j and, when he quitted 
us, informed us how necefiary it was to 
be careful of what acquaintance we cul- 
tivated here : but his good humour did 
not feem much encreafed, when my aunt 
told him, by the enquiries fhe Had 
thought proper to make, fhe knew this 
young man to be the only fon of Lord 
Vol. I. H S > 
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S- ■ , who had been ordered to Bath 

for the recovery of his health — though 
perhaps more to pacify his father, who 
had been lately reduced almoft to de- ' 
ipair by a flight illnefs of his. 

This converfation dropped, and Bu- 
rell then joined my aunt in urging me 
to fubmit to have fome advice, and in 
telling me that flight incidents, as I have 
before faid, made too ftrong an impref- 
fion on my mind. I know my dear 
aunt’s tendernefs for mej and, though 
not at all convinced by her arguments, 
I have fubmitted to her wilhes, and the 
phyfician has felt my pulfe, fhakes his 
head, and advifed fome days of tran- 
quillity and retirement. As to retire- 
ment, T acquiefce } but whilft my- mind 
remains agitated by wilhes unfulfilled, 
and hopes, though clouded, unfubdued, 

I fhall have little to do with tranquillity. 


LET- 
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LETTER XXII. 

I AM convinced, that, in half the 
ficknefs of. the world, it is the mind 
which fhould be confulted more than the 
frame. 

My aunt has told the phyfician, whom 
(he obliges to attend me, the warmth 
and impetuofity, the peculiarity, as Ihe 
calls it, of my difpcfition. She wilhed 
him to deny me the enjoyment of thole 
moments when time fo rapidly flies, 
thofe hours which 1 delight to fpend 
in reading, or in writing to my dear 
brother j but he feems to underftand 
me better, and they are again allowed 
me — for I have been for fome days de- 
nied them both. I have myfelf had 
lome converfation with Dr. C. and 
he does not feem to think of immuring 
me any longer. He is chearful, amia- 
H 2 ble, 
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ble, acceflible, and has invited us to vifit 
him. I heard him fay fomething to my 
aunt of drawing my attention from thofe 
objefts which at prefent engrofs it too 
much. Can there be no means, he faid, 
of fatisfying this fancy of hers ? Thefe 
expreffions of his induce me to hope 
that I ihall engage this good man in 
my caufe. As to my illnefs, believe 
me, nothing but the tendernefs of my 
aunt’s fears can make her even imagine 
it dangerous. 

I am more than half angry with 
Ruth; for Ihe has not yet written to 
me. Her heart fo warm to love, can 
it be cold, is it therefore infenfible, to 
the duties of friendlhip ? If it is fo, 
am I not right, when I wilh that this 
palfion, which confumes all ties but its 
own, may remain ftill a ftranger to my 
breaft? 


LET- 
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LETTER XXIII. 

A ccording to Dr. c — *s ad- 
vice, I go to the pump-room 
now to drink the waters, though I can- 
not apprehend the benefit which will 
accrue to me from being every morning 
made fick. On my complaining, he 
has remedied this a little by leaving the 
quantity to my own judgment. There 
I regularly fee the Mr. S — — whom I 
have mentioned to you, and who has 
fince vifited us. I find fomething of ele- 
gance and refinement about him, which 
I have not before met with. There is a 
loft politenefs, an appearance even of 
tendernefs in his compliments, which 
is very prepoffeffing. He faw my aunt 
frequently during my few days of con- 
finement. T his morning his father Lord 
$■■■-'■ ■' was in the room, whofe eyes 
H 3 fcarce 
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fcarcc a moment quitted this darling 
fon, though he himfelf did not join our 
party, of which during our fliort ftay his 
fon made one. 

The morning being damp, Burell al- 
moft forced my aunt to hurry awAy, 
fearful, he faid, of my catching cold. 
Why will he intereft himfelf thus about 
me, who am unworthy of his attach- 
-ment, and who have fincerely and de- 
finitively told him the impofiibility of 
my returning it ? When I fee how the 
coldnefs, fo different to my nature, which 
I afiume towards him, wounds and af- 
flicts him, I am fcarce capable of pre- 
ferving it ; yet he ftill obliges me to 
treat him otherwife than as a friend, 
fince too plainly I perceive, when with 
confidence and tendernefs I fpeak to 
him as fqch, he imagines I am become 
favourable to him as a lover. He forces 
me to think myfelf of this importance 
to him, and I therefore, for his fake, 

hear 
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hear with .pleafure that he intends ab- 
fenting himfelf fome time from us. He 
goes to meet a brother who has been 
abroad fome years. Happy Burell ! 
And if half my wilhes for him were ac- 
compliflied, never would he be other- 
wife — A heart open to the afte&ions of 
nature cannot deferve to be miferable. 

On my entering the pump-room tnis 
morningwewere delayed a fewminutes by 
the prefs, when, on turning to receive 
the apologies of fome perfon who had 
a good deal incommoded me, the in- 
telligent countenance of a lady, who 
flood near, interefted me at the firft 
glance. We were fcarce entered before 
I perceived the univerfal attention which 
was attracted, and in a moment the 
name of Lee circulated in a whifper, 
which, with the look directed fo near 
our party, and that had at firft half dif- 
trefled me, informed me of the object 
which hid excited it. — And this then,, 
H 4 thought 
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thought I, is the 'Temeraire, whofe name 
has been publicly joined with that of 
one of the firft female writers of our 
age! 

My prepofleflion for her vanifhed j 
fince who, my dear brother, is there that 
Ihould be ranked w r ith the writer of 
Cecilia? There is a ftrength of mind 
and noblenefs of fentiment pervading 
that whole work, which has often forced 
tears from my eyes, and has warmed and 
enraptured my heart. 

I wilhed, however, to addrefs this 

celebrated author j but Mr. S 

joined us, and, before my attention was 
again difengaged, fhe was fo much fur- 
rounded, I could not think of breaking 
through the circle foe had attrad^ed, 
and Burell, too anxious for my health, 
ftaid not till it was diiperfed. 

I will read this Recefs, of which lhe is 
the author, if 1 fhall be able to procure 
it j for fo watchful is my aunt of my 

' health. 
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health, that all which could enlighten 
my mind fhe would deny as hurtful to 
my body. This body, my dear bro- 
ther, this texture of dull and alhes, why 
are we fo carefbl of preferving it ? For 
my own part, I regard it only as the 
cafe of that invaluable efience, whofe 
powers I believe it our duty to call forth, 
whofe vigour we were born but to ex- 
ercife. 


LETTER XXIV. 


B URELL. has now quitted me, and 
fet out to meet his brother. He 
entered juft after our breakfaft, and I 
was leaving the room to dedicate lome 
hours to mufic. It is the fcience of 

the 
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the feeling foul, and was wont to chear 
me in the lone days of confinement and 
ignorance. He knows my arrangement, 
and I was retiring without apology, 
when in a low and hafty voice he re* 
called me. Forgive me, Therefa, faid 
he, 1 afk only a minute — one minute, 
the laft perhaps on this fubjedt. 

I heard his hefitation, his emotion, 
and how could I avoid returning ? On 
all fubjedts, faid I, on any fubjedt but 
one, I muft hear with pleafure my bro- 
ther's friend and mine. 

Why was he fo agitated as I pro- 
nounced thefe words? Why did he 
faintly and inarticulately repeat — <c His 
friend and yours” — O ! too dear and 
charming appellation ! — O word, which 
from thofe lips informs me I muft never 
hope to gain more ! — Why is my foul 
wrung? — Why was I not born to be 
content with it ? 


He 
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He prefled his hand on his forehead 
—he looked ftedfaftly on me, and his 
agitation feemed to encreafe. 

My aunt had haftily left the room } 
I would have now given the world Ihe 
had been near. I feared to encreafe his 
emotion, already too painful ; yet how 
could I a£t with tendernefs to him, v/ith 
juftice to myfelf — I, who know his 
wilhes, and my own heart, infenfible as 
to them ? 

One moment I held out my hand to 
him, the next I feared his conftrudtions, 
and haftily withdrew it. The motion, 
however, had not efcaped him* with 
more compofure than before, he held 
out his. I underftand you, Therela, 
faid he, melting into tears — as a friend 
only — O treafure every way ineftimable! 
— tender and invaluable pledge, I -will 
endeavour to receive it as fuch. 

He took my extended hand.— I feel, 
my dear brother, 1 yet feel the forrowful 

and 
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and tender prefiure with which he de- 
tained it in both his. — I had remained 
filent, fearing to add to his emotion by 
my own : my voice, had I before Ipoken, 
would have revealed it. "W hen I again 
faw the increafing violence of his, I 
fummoned my refolution to diipel it, 
and, making enquiries concerning' his 
brother, I congratulated him on their 
expedted meeting. I fpoke of my hap- 
pinefs in you, my dear brother, and of 
the friendlhip you bear to him. He 
looked at me, but feemed almoft infen- 
fible that I addrefled him, till I talked 
of his quitting Bath. Yes, Therefa, 
laid he, charming Therefa ! you are 
now my friend $ you mull then allow 
me to Ipeak to you as fuch— — and is there 
any term which can exprels how dear 
you are to me, how necelTary the light 
of you is almoft to my exiftence Of 
this friendlhip let us talk no more, 
haftily laid I — yours I cannot doubt, 

and 
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and if you will truft to mine, never, 
Burell, ihall you be deceived in it. — A 
doubtful pleafure feemed to gleam in 
his eyes as I fpoke, — Truft to it, re- 
peated he — O if falvation depended 
on it ! - — 

Too plainly I beheld in his counte- 
nance an emotion, the offspring of latent 
expectation, and again broke in upon 
him. You will, I am allured, faid I,- be- 
lieve that all which I profefs I feel ; and 
let me, Burell, conjure you, painful 
though necefiary talk, let me conjure 
you to believe alfo, that all which 1 feel 
1 have profeffed. — It is enough, The- 
refa, his voice again faultering. One 
thing only I have to requeft of you as a 
friend : fuffer me to devote myfelf to 
your welfare; as fuch, as that friend 
only I would afk. Forgive me, I have 
one wilh — 

. He helitated, but he faw me atten- 
tive^ and proceeded-r* 


O that 
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O that as a friend I might be thought 
worthy of your confidence; and that 
when, in the days yet to come, you fhall 
yield to another, when you lhall bellow 
the heart I muft now hope for no more — 
that heart whofe emotions I have watch- 
ed over and adored when prefent — whofe 
lovely and beloved owner has alone oc- 
cupied me when abfent. But, Therefa, 

I forget myfelf ; yet when in fome hap- 
pier moment by another lhall be gained 
that jewel, ineftimable to me — 

The trembling agitation with which 
he lpoke, pained me ; I thought I un- 
derftood him, and wilhed to fpare us 
both a further explanation. 

Burell, faid I, it is a teftimony of 
friendfhip which I owe you, aijd that 
moment, if ever it lhall arrive, I pro- 
mife to confide to, you. — Noble, amia- 
ble condefcenfion, faid Burell ; yet what 
is there 1 Ihould be furprized at from 
you ? 


I was 
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I was willing to interrupt a converfa- 
tion but too painful, and continued — I 
believe — I know you, Burell, to be too 
generous to make any ufe of it which 
could injure either the affe&ions or the 
honour of Therefa. From me, Burell, 
believe me, you lhall ever command all 
the effufions of gratitude, and all the 
warmth of efteem. 

I Hopped, fearful of faying more. He 
read my uneafinefs in my face, and prefT- 
ing the hand I had again given him as 
a confirmation of my promife, he bent 
over it in filence, and then haftily quitted 
me. The beft wilhes of my heart went 
with him. The tears which I had re- 
strained from flowing, now gave eafe to 
my Spirits, too apt to be opprefled. His 
look, as he left me, foft, tender, un- 
upbraiding, a thoufand feptences had 
lefs affefted me. You, my brother, 
knowing as you do every emotion of my 
foul, will not, I am fure, blame me. 

You 
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You may feel pity for your friend, but 
let not that pity overcome your love for 
your filler. 

I will own my aunt’s behaviour has 
furprized me ; Ihe feems to have ceafed 
bring his advocate, and has not even 
afked, fince Burell this morning quitted 
me, the intent of his fpeaking to me, 
nor the end which it produced. But 
why fliould I wonder at her tendernefe to 
me, of which Ihe every day gives me 
new proofs ? 

We were to have gone to Dr. C — ’s 
in die evening j but this day I dedicate 
to Burell: how many has he not bellowed 
upon me ! I ihould be but too happy, 
might I hope never myfelf to want that 
pity which I now unaffeftedly bellow on 
him. 


LET 



Or FANCY. 


113 


LETTER XXV. 

Mrs. Deborah Carlton to Colonel 
Morven. 

« 

Mf dear Nephew, 

A FTER my having procured that 
juftice to be doi\e to your fitter 
which you was fo willing to complete, 
and having afterwards, at your requeft, 
taken her under my protection, I am 
convinced you can have no doubt of the 
fincerity of my affeftion to you both. — 
Whatever remonftrances, therefore, I 
ihall lay before you concerning her, I 
am certain, with all your affeftion foe 
her, you will receive and confider as you 
ought. 

You mutt have obferved from her 
letters, how every new emotion hurries 
Vql. I. I her 
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her away : mild and gentle as lhe is in 

\ 

other things, when once fome objedt for 
her impetuofity interpofes, lhe is not to 
be withftood ; lhe fixes her mind with a 
fantaftical earneftnefs on one point, and 
then fees nothing with complacency, 
but what tends toward it. Who but 
herfelf ever thought of fetting out in 
learch of an author, becaufe lhe is per- 
fuaded, lhe knows not why, that he is 
an Englilhman, and fancies herfelf the 
- only perfon in the world who does him 
juftice. 

The indifferent ftatc of her health, 
which 1 fee with a concern I cannot luffi- 
ciently exprefs, inclined me to yield to the 
intreaties of your friend Mr. Burell : in- 
deed, I could think of no other method to 
dilfipate that unremitting attention lhe 
had, I fear, too long paid to her ftudies, 
than by feemingly giving into this whim 
of bets. To fpeak the truth, nephew, 
‘I know not what to do with one whom 

oppp- 
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oppofition affii&s and oppreffes. After 
much deliberation and perfuafion, I 
agreed, -therefore, to this deception, 
hoping that in Teeming to be fulfilled, 
her wilhes would infenfibly wear out; 
but the event has not anfwered my ex- 
pectation, and the unfortunate overturn- 
ing of our chaife, by the accident it oc- 
cafioned to her, feemed to add another 
blow to her health, before but indiffe- 
rently eftablilhed. 

Again too, at Mrs. Aylefby’s, taken 
up with the friendlhip fhe formed with 
her, lhe was blind to a pafiiod with 
which, evidently to me, fhe from the 
•firft moment infpired the lover of her new 
friend. She had before, when wholly 
occupied with her books, been no lefs 
lb to that of Mr. Burell. If I had not 
myfelf hurried her away from this fpot, 
I -know not what confufion fhe might 
have been die caufe of; I cpuld not but 
dread the pain which ahearc fo generoua 
I 2 as 
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as hers would have felt* had Ihe llaid 
to make the difcovery. — As nothing, 
however, is more likely to ftop a riling 
paflion than a total infenfibility to it in 
its object, I am in hopes this affair, 
which has given me iome uneafineft, 
will go no further, and I lhall find Iome 
excufe in our return to take another 
route than that which leads to Mrs. 
Aylefby. 

She there alfo convinced me how hap- 
py it is for her, that Ihe polfelfes that 
independence you lb nobly fettled on 
her. ' Though with five hundred pounds 
a year, Ihe beftows as if Ihe had five 
thoufand. Under the name of gratifi- 
cations for the docility of the child, Ihe 
introduced conveniences for her mother, 
and furnifhed out a wardrobe with left 
Offence to the delicacy of the receiver, 
than a common perfon would have be- 
llowed a trinket. 


When 



OF FANCY. 


117 

When we quitted Mrs. Aylefby’s, 
though, by your friend Burell’s following 
her there, her eyes were open to him, 
he gained nothing by it ; nor did her 
former hopes of fearching out and find- 
ing this author loie any thing by the 
delay. I was almoft as much furprized 
as chagrined when I made this difcovery, * 
and I believe the manner in which I 
fpoke to her informed her of it ; but her 
mind is too fervent for the delicacy of 
her frame. The uncertain ftate I fee 
her health in, fubdues me when I wifh 
to be moft fevere ; and I find •myfelf 
obliged to refume that gentlenefs which 
my judgment would bid me difallow. 

Mr. Burell, who is but too anxious 
about her, ever fince our arrival here, 
has been conjuring me to give way to 
another fcheme, which, he thinks, by 
carrying the deception fomething fur- 
ther, more likely to fatisfy her j and I 
have promifed, after one more endea- 
I 3 " vour 
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vour to wean her mind from this fancy, 
to confent to it. 

The phyfician who attends her, in- 
terefts himfelf much concerning her : I 
have told him her whim, and he has 
propofed to enter into the fubjeCt with 
her. But the principal end of my 
writing 'is to tell you I much wifh 
you to be near her, fince I know die 
power you have over her, and that what 
you difapprove, I am certain, fhe would 
at any time avoid. 

Do not fuffer yourfelf to be carried 
away in the fame manner as herfelf, 
nor, through a romantic admiration of 
the general you have fo well diftin- 
guiihed yourfelf under, fuffer your lifter 
to want that protection which her pecu- 
liar turn of mind, her inexperience, and 
her very attractive perfon, put her fo much 
in need of. With a thoufand graces, of 
which fhie, is. charmingly^ unconfcious, 
{be is- now almoft „firft entering into a 

world. 
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world, where I plainly fee (he will not 
fail of engaging attention and admira- 
tion. To the (hiking advantages of 
height, grace, and complexion, (he joins 
the mod attractive manners and ex- 
preflive countenance. 1 do not there- 
fore wonder that (he has already gained 
a lover here in the only fon of a noble- 
man, a young man, worthy it lhould 
feem of the rank he is born to inherit. 
I fee no reafonable objection, (hould any 
propofal on his part arife, and which I 
have little doubt but there will j yet (he 
paid a thoufand times more attention 
to the entrance of a young lady, who 
has lately diftinguilhed herfelf as a 
writer, than to all the compliments erf’ 
this netf and elegant lover. For my 
part, nephew, I tremble led fome de- 
fining perfon lhould get (cent of that 
peculiar turn of mind of hers, which 
might lay her open to arts of which lhe 
1*4 would' 
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would be the laft perion in the world 
to, imagine herfelf the objed. 

I hope what I liave here faid may be 
fufficient to incline you to haften over, 
to be near to fupport and diredt her : if 
it is not, what elfe can 1 fay which may 
not too much alarm you ? 

When I firft began my letter, I did 
not intend to mention to you what my 
/ears tell me is perhaps too neceflary. 
This dear, this amiable girl, how fhall I 
write it to you ? — I fear lhe has never 
perfe&ly recovered herfelf from that 
violent and malignant fever which lhe 
caught during her attendance on me. 
I watch her health, and have many rea- 
fons to fear its decline. The unremit- 
ting eagernefs with which lhe has pur- 
fued- after knowledge from the time, of 
her being with me, has, I fear, impaired 
conftitution naturally delicate. * In 
.the hrft earneftnefs of enquiry flie ^Uh- 
•>, - .,ed 
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ed to comprehend every thing at onfce£ 
and, all her talents being in their full 
perfection, the rapidity of her own pro- 
grels, which furprized every tutor Ihe 
employed, encouraged her, perhaps too 
much indeed, to perfevere. Reft, food, 
pleafure, with her, all gave way to ftudy. 
She muft perceive an alteration in her- ' 
felf j yet her temper retains all its fweet- 
nefs, and her mind all its gentlenefs as 
well as its fdrce. If this fhould really be 
the cafe, if a flow and devouring difeafe, 
contracted in the kindeft offices of grate- 
ful tendernefs, is really confuming this 
dear and lovely girl, how can I fupport 
the thoughts of it ? 

Dr. C , an eminent phyfician, 

who attends her here, tells me I am too 
apprehenfive ; but there is no making 
thofe gentlemen of the faculty explicit. 
He would have me introduce her into a 
larger circle than (he has yet moved in, 
and, for this reafon indeed principally, 

Us 
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as he faid, ordered her every morning 
to attend the pump-room ; but there I 
fee with pain one objeCt of companion 
engages her attention more ftrongly than 
all the giddy multitude with which Ihe is 
lurrounded, and diftrefs reaches her fuf- 
eeptible and unexperienced heart, with 
a force which ihe can neither prevent ' 
nor conceal. 

1 will yet hope that I have been too 
apprehenfive ; I do not doubt, however, 
but that from the whole of what I have 
laid, you will think it neceffary to be . 
near Tier : your prefence every way may 
do much for her. In the mean time, 
be convinced of my tendered: care and 
affe&ion for her } and be allured your- 
felf, I lhall ever remain, 

Hers and your affectionate aunt, 

D. Carlton. 


LET- 
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LETTER XXVL 
Mi/s Morven to Colonel Morven. . 

I HAVE had a difpute, my dear bro- 
ther •, I had almoft faid I had gained 
a viftory for the author of Wert er. 

Wewent this afternoon toDr.C ’s. 

In our way thither we were not a little 
frightened, and we were again obliged 

to Mr. S for his afliftancej but 

how that happened I can tell you after- 
wards : as it was, we went in his car- 
riage to Dr. C ’s, who introduced 

us to his daughter. She is a genteel 
young woman : Ihe may have fenfe per- 
haps, but, by her filence concerning 
every, thing but cards and fafhions, I can 
be no judge of it. 

Happily there was a party without 
me. My aunt and a brother of Dr. 

C ’s 
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C— *’s fat down to whift with a gen- 

tlfeman and Mifs C . The dodfcor 

feated himfelf next me, and we entered 
into converfation, which he politely 
turned on books* thofe fources of know- 
ledge and entertainment, thofe delight- 
ful improvers of the heart and under- 
ftanding, in which we behold the man- 
ners of paft ages, the heroes of other 
times. We read of the errors of man, 
and are humbled : we hear of the vir- 
tuoua&and the mighty, and emulation, 
the^Tffspring of generous admiration, 
throbs through our hearts. How often 
have I wifhed that I were like them ! 
How often to the dead, to the living, 
have I envied -thofe deeds of glory, 
thofe works of genius, which it wa$ theirs 
to perform, which it is mine only to 


admire ! 

I belie^KXprefsmyfelfmoreiwanniy 
than the ren of the world •, and wheh' I 
would explain my fentiments, the im- 
' *' petuofity 
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petuofity of them hurries me away. I 
cannot, my dear brother, mention the 
fons and daughters of fame without 
emotion. It was thus, that, in talking 

to Dr. C , my own energy flopped 

me i I felt my eyes too near overflow- 
ing, and endeavoured to /peak more 
calmly. He feemed to agree with my 
fentiments, and owned our obligations 
to the children of genius. But it is to 
thofe, faid he, who would point out the 
right-path, to whom we are obliged— 
who would take us, as it were, by the 
hand, and, as they lead us in the flow- 
ery road of fable, would fhew us the 
errors we fhould fhun, and the guilt we 
muft learn to avoid — to thefe my dear 
madam, we are obliged : but what fhall 
we iky to the man, who, under the maik 
of fable and fancy, would fubvert every 
, principle which can fupport fqciety, and 
every duty of morality and religion ? 


What 
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What a picture, my brother ! could I 
fufpeft ?— But I will continue— 

Good heaven ! faid I, if fuch a man 
really exifts, let him be an outcaft from 
the fociety he his injured j let him firft 
feel the effedts of that depravity he has 
meant to introduce. — Certain it is, laid 

Dr. C , that fome fuch monft&r the 

■world has produced, and that this age> 
enlightened and refined as it is, has, in 
the work now in my hand, received and 
applauded the apology of a filicide, and, 
excufe me the expreffion, an adulterer 
alfof — 

He opened the bode he had taken 
from a feat near us : judge my furprize 
on finding it a volume of Werter, and 
that all this feverity was levelled at that 
charming work and its calumniated au- 
thor. It >yas not immediately that I 
could utter, and at length I will ttata 
indignantly. Is it then polfible, my good 
fir, that even from the liberal-minded, 

that 
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that from you I have fuch an opinion 
as this to encounter ?— -an opinion, for- 
give me if I f^ And forgivC mC * 

alfo, madam, faid he, interrupting me, 
if I too exclaim, Is it poffxble that in a 
lady, and fuch a lady, fo calculated to 
excite and fuffer from all the paffions 
raging in the heart of this Water that 
in beauty, delicacy, and tendernefs, I 
behold his apologift ? O could my 
expreffions but equal what I wifti, faid 

I could I explain my ideas with that 

force of convi&ion with which they 
ftrike on my own mind, in me, fir, you 
would fee that perfon— in me fir, whole 
frame (hudders, whofe heart revolts at 
the crimes you mention, you would be- 
hold that apologift* — ©id I not know, 

(aid Dr. C , finding, that it is the 

province of the ladies to reconcile con- 
tradictions, I might be furprized ; as it 
is, I am determined to be only attentive. 
He bowed and (at filent. 


My 
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;»f*M yjxatst, and the reft of the company 
Jo compliment to her, laid dotfn their 
cards. How. often had I wifhed for an 
opportunity of refuting thefe cruel ahd 
injurious opinions ; but all the intcteft I 
took in xhe fubjedt could not now rasfe 
my fpirits/ The attention I had ’Un- 
thinkingly centered in myfelf, covered 
me with confufion, which every mo- 
ment of filence encreafed. If all lhame 
is falle which arifes not from* guilt, I 
have very little excufe for that which at 
this minute lb oppreflingly diftrefled 
me.- 

My aunt took the only way of re- 
lieving me by refuming her Cards ; and 

Dr. C again renewed the difcoudfe, 

by laying, You have heard my pecula- 
tions of this work, madam ; yet t To 
warmly as you efpoufe the caufe of .Jts 
author, 1 hope you will believe T im 
more defirous of having myfelf convin- 
ced^ than of bonviacing you . — l <fo 4le- 

Ticve 
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Here it, fir; ted I ftbe candour- which 
inclines you to that confeflion, rhuft alfo 
incline you to wilh fuch * Writer as this 
before us freed from a charge fo inju- 
rious to his famt, fb derogatory to all 
that is moft Cftimable in human nature, 
the defire of being fcrviceable to Our 
feHow-ereatures . In Wetter We behold* 
— Sir, you have read the book, I prefurtte 
— feme, I know, there are, who blame 
it upon reputation only. — 

You do not addrefs yourfelf to d he 

Of dude, fajd Dr. C- . Continue, I 

entreat you, madam. 

Do we not behold in Wetter, my dear 
fir, the ill effects which the gentleft paf- 
fions, when unreftrained, may have On 
die beft and moft noble hearts ? Do We 
hot. behold in him at! that nature and 
genius can raider deferring, wretched, 
forlorn, and mined by one trior, by one 
paffion unconquered, by one Wifh im- 
prudent only at firft tmfiibdoed ? There 
. Yol. I. K ‘ inay 
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may we not trace every Hep of the path 
•which leads to guilt, to mifery, to de- 
Jpair, and death ? We behold the flow 
and almoft imperceptible approaches 
• which conduct him to the brink of the 
grave. We fee him, my dear fir, all the 
•powers of -his imagination wafted— all 
Che ties of religion fubdued in his heart. 
Alone he ftands. in the world. The 
fountain of his tears, the fource of his 
prayers, are no more. He meditates bn 
murder and violence. He perfuades 
himfelf that he is -weak} he becomes lb. 
- He abandons himfelf j he is abandoned 
of the eternal. 

. How is it poflSble„ my good fur, that 
'‘there can be one reader, at whole breaft 
this moral, this interefting moral, does 
not ftrike .? How have I felt, how do 1 
now feel it throbbing at mine!— Flp! 
it leems to fay, ye children of innocence 
And peace, fly while ye are yet ftrong 1 
O wait not till the atfow cmpoifoned, 
• j how- 
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however diftantly empoiloned with guilt, 
has fpread its fubtle and unconquerable 
venom through the heart ! O wait not 
till that hour, which rapidly with the 
moments of time ftill approaches, when 
every thought fhall be tin&ured with 
fbme meditated crime — when guilt fhall 
lofe its horrors to your -foul — and when* 
at length, abandoned by heaven and by 
virtue, by your own hand, in the blof- 
fom of your days, ye may fall— when ye 
fhall rufh through the filent and dark 
habitation, where the powers of repen- 
tance are loft — the curtain, T which no 
more can be railed, is fallen for ever— 
unbidden, uncalled, in the prqfefice of 
the Father of Righteoufnefs, ye fhall 
tremble, then polluted with murder, 

< with fuicide, at the footftool of judg- 
ment, at the tribunal of juftice ever- 
lafting 

The image which 1 had conceived was 
too terrible to behold : the cold hand of 
K 2 honor. 
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horror, which had thrilled at my heart, 
feemed to enwrap aj! my faculties : a 
dim faintnefs cam€ over me, and before 
1 found afliftahce was Aeceffary, I had 
fallen. By the cofrihnon Applications I 
quickly recovered — the gentlemen had 

quitted the room, and Mils C , fup- 

.pofing the heat had affe&ed me, open- 
ing the windows, in a quarter of an hour 
I was well again. I Ihw, however, du- 
ring the evening, that Dr. C— , avoided 
renewing the cortverfation j but when 
we came away, wit luhe tendefnefs of a fa- 
ther he preffed my hand, and faid, wfl 
muft not talk any more of this for fome 
day^ at leaft t belides, I know not if 
there be any occafion for it, as I ques- 
tion if yoU have not half convinced me 
already. — He Md fo, yet many of the 
arguments on Which 1 tell I have left 
unmentioned ■, but 1 hope to find an op- 
portunity of Conveying them. ' 


Qehtly 
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Genfly and tenderly as we returned 
home, my aunt chid me for fullering 
myfelf to be hurried away. I perceive, 
my dear brother, Ihe has juftice on her 
fide ; but in thefe moments to which Ihe 
refers, I forget her friendly and neceflary 
cautions : the objeft then prelent to my 
mind feems alone to occupy all its fa-* 
culties, and it is not till the error over- 
comes me, that I perceive I have again 
fallen into it. Even now I have been in 
fome degree committing it; and, what is 
worfe, my aent has difcovered me; Ihe 
been in my chamber, and found the de- 
dicating that time to my pen and to you* 
my brother, which Ihe thinks neceflary 
to my own repofe. I piomifed to leave 
off, and therefore I cannot tell you what 
happened to us in our'way to Dr. C — •— ’s 
to-night, as I had iptended ; nor the at- 
tention my aunt feemed to pay me, when 
1 juft now reminded her of that end to 
my journey with which Ihe once flattered 
K 3 4 me. 
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me. Is it for me, my dear brother, 
whilft her tears of tendernefs yet wet my 
cheek, to diibbey her mjun&ions ? 


LETTER XXVn. 


T HE purple beams of the morn- 
ing have this day difplayed their 
beauties for me, as for thoufands, in 
vain, and the hours which I have been 
accuftomed to dedicate to inftruftion, 
have elapfed in infenfibility and (lumber. 
It is thus that fearfully and wonderfully 
we are formed. It is to this (lumber, to 
this infenfibility, if we would enjoy die 
one half of our exiftence, that nature 
obliges us nearly to dedicate the other. 

Mr. S— — has fent an enquiry after 
our health, when it is his own in reality 
• which 
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which was moft in danger. I told you 
we were yefterday obliged to him for 
his afliftance, and I will now explain to 
you how it happened. 

In our way to Dr. C — — 's our car- 
riage, in one of the narrow ftreets here, 
got entangled with a cart, and through 
the ill behaviour of the driver was fo* 
jammed in, that we were apprehefifive 
it would be broken to pieces, and our- 
felves crufhed againft the wall, or 
trampled upon by our own horfes, v|ho 
were not without difficulty kept under 
command. It was in vain that the foot- 
man, unable to pais to our afliftance, 
alternately threatened and in treated — 
our terror encreaied, and we heard the 
wheel of our carriage crafh as the man 
again attempted to drive by us. I put 
down the back window to call for aflift- 
ance. * The people, who now began to 
gather round, at the fight of but Attri- 
tion, foon applied themfelves to relieving 

K 4 ' &i 
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it j and the carmag, frpm,bis qwa whip, 
received the difciplipe he had with uu- 
neCeffary and inhuman barbarity be- 
ftowed on his horfes, who,' fecfgingly 
more fenfible thfinthpir ma^ey, had for- 
borne to tear through, ad inpBftJimentj, 
The Cart was removed } but pur .Xity^-r 
jtiqn, from the frail flap: of the .whf£h 
which prevented tjie carriage from.grQm 
ceeding, was yet very difogreeable, the., 
extreme dirtinefs of the ftreets, the wea- 
ther having been rainy, and the flvowef 
which was then falling, rendering,, it 
almpft jimpoflible for us to alight, 

In this^ilerpma Mr. S very un* 

expeftedly prefented himfelf at the car- 
riage' fide : his own, it feems, had been 
flopped by the crowd gathered by our, 
difofler, apd, underftanding there were 
fbme ladies in diftrefs, he came to 
offer his affifonce* On recognizing us, 
he inflfled on our making ufe pf his, 
My aunt acquiefced, and having, by his 

advice. 
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advice, wrapped herfe^f in a great; coat 
of the coachman’s, he conduced hey 
firft; when he returned, I was equipped 
in the fame manner. * But he expreffed 
his perplexity at the rjik I muft run of 
being wetted in palling along the ftreet, 
though a few paces only; and juft as, 
incumbered with the coat, I was flap- 
ping out of the carnage, defiring ipe 
not to alarm myfelf, before 1 wa£ aware 
he took me in his arms, and in a mi- 
nute lifted me into his own : then bow- 
ing to us both, and pointing to his 
drefs, which was by this time com- 
pletely wetted, he was gone before we 
could make our acknowledgments ; and 
it was In vain that my aunt entreated him 
not to run the chance of injuring his own 
healrh to avoid a little incommoding us; 
but killing his hand, he haftencd his 
pace; and was out of light in a mo- 
ment. 


I have 
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I have before mentioned to youthen 
poKtenefs of his addrefs, and the f fofr: 
elegance of his manners : I Will own, . 
that, to render him complete, he feemS, 
only to want feme of that vivacity and * 
fire which diftinguifhes that brother ttr- 
whom 1 am too apt to compare all whom 
I have any opportunity of knowing. iAre 
not our very ideas of perfedion always 
fwayed'by the paffions of the mind ; or, 
rather, are they not formed after tbofe 
images moft dear to the affedionsof the 
heart ? * 

I have been talking with my aunt this 
morning, and have repeated to her, a 
little more reafonably, as ihe called it, 
the converfation which, pafled yefterday 

between Dr. C and me. My aunt 

has one argument on this head which 
Ihe thinks unanfwerable; end that is, that 
the hqro of the tale — Werter 1 mean — 
the moment he is moft guilty, is rpade 
moft to excite our compaffion : his hand 

ftrikes^ 
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ftrikes the premeditated blow, and we 
behold him with more pky than abhor- 
rence. But what other, my dear bro- 
ther, what man lefs amiable, could io 
ftrongly engage our attention, or fo for- 
cibly 'point out that lofs and deftfu&ion 
with which an objeft io excellent in its 
nature is overwhelmed? 

She blames that idea of the rectitude 
of his actions, with which he *is re- 
prefented to be*fo forcibly imprefled. 
I' replied, and furely with juftice. 
What, my dear aunt, would you blame 
that idea which ftrikes on the mind of 
the ihadman ? Would you blame him, 
who, confined in a dungeon, and ftretch- 
ed on his pittance of ftraw, imagines 
himfelf pofiefled of the couch of magni- 
ficence, and the ijplendor of royalty ? To 
me’the fttuation of Welter feems fimilar; 
and, as I' penufe thofe delufions of his 
difordered fancy, as l behold the pangs 
he undergoes, I look on him with terror 

and 
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and pity — -my heart, in the language of 
Shakefpear, exclaims, 

“ O what a coble raiijd is here o’erthrown !” 

I afterwards prefled my aunt to cat- 
plain to me the reafon of her avoiding 
thole enquiries I have here wilhed to 
make. She anfwered me only by fay- 
ing, I think, niece, there are few things 
I would not do to give you pleafure ; 
and, perhaps, all may yet happen as you 
wilh before our quitting this place.— 
What is it that fhe means ? and tyhy 
does.lhe yet keep me in fufpence ? • J 
' Here is another more ferious circum»* 
ftance which gives me pain— toot a lin^ 
fince I quitted her, have I received from 
my dear Ruth ! Her filence giyes me a 
thoufimd fears for her and her little So- 
phy. Sometimes I imagine, that, united, 
to her Pranlf, fhe centers in him 
wilh of het foul, and every ray of h^y- 
afleftion,-; Can llje negle&, ( or dQ£s,%e, 
that tendernefs which I felt 

ior* 
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for, and which I fo earneftly wifhed to 
maftifeft to her? Difbelieve it, finely, 
fhe cannot ; and that (he is capable of 
negle&ihg it, never will I believe it to 
be poffibde. 


LETTER XXVlir. 

H OW truly is it faid, that by the 
lofs, rather than by the prefence, 
of* our Friends, we moft difcover the im- 
portance they are of to us ! 

‘We went this morning to die pump- 
room for the firft time fince Burell’s ab- 
fence, and for the firft time alio Mr. 
S— • — was not there, who always ufed 
to join us a few minutes after our en- 
tering. 'The young men with great fa- 
miliarity crowded round us, add one in 
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particular difconcerted me by the im- 
pertinent and immoveable ferutiny 1 
underwent from his eyes — from his eye, 
with more propriety I might lay, fince 
he, like many other* whom I have feen, 
feems incapable of ufing more .than one 
at a time, nor even, that without the 
jdfiftance of a glais. How despicable 
is that vanity, which makes even the 
affe&ation of infirmity .a fafhion ( 

The young foldier and his fitter, whom 
I once before faw, were there again this 
morning, and, much I fear, want as 
well as forrow fat on the faded, cheek 
of the afflifted fitter. I was prevented 
from fpeaking to them by the attentions 
and impertinent converfation of the cox- 
comb who had before difconcerted me; 
I mutt know more of their fituation,,and 
have now fent my fervant to make en- 
quiry after them. If, added to- the ills 
of ficknefs, and the pangs of apprehen- 
fion, they have any diftrefies which can 

be 
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be foothed by my hand, bow joyfully 
will it be extended to their relief, and 
how willingly and happily employed in 
then* afliftance ! 

My thoughts followed their footfteps 
ns they quitted -the room, and I longed 
to be st liberty to enquire after them ; 
but nmy aunt at that minute directed my 
attention to a perfon wrapped in a large 
coat, by the cape of which and the 
flapping of his hat he had concealed his 
face. ' He followed us at a diflance 
during the whole of our flay. I re- 
member that* fuch a perfon Burellonce 
obferved } but, having fixed his eye on 
him, he mingled in the crowd, and we 
faw no more of him. 

• I could aimoft have perfuaded my- 
felf there was fomething in die air of 
this man with which I was acquainted; 
but my aunt has ridiculed me fo much 
for the fuppofirion, that I have difearded 
it, and begin to fear left he ihould ra- 
ther 
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ther prove (bme modeft objeft of com- 
panion. — My aunt, whoffe partial fondnefs 
leads her to centre all her ideas in me, 
fufpe&s in him the fpy of feme lover of 
mine, or of the father of Mr. S— ■ — , 
whom fhe regards as fuch. I will own 
to you this iuppofition appears to rtle ah 
unreafonable, and, from any other, 1 
Jhould almoft call it unwarrantable, 
offspring of affeftion. Who and what 
am I, my dear brother, to be made of 
confequence to any but my friends by 
time and nature attached to me ? And 
is there any thing in rfify actions which 
can authorife from any one the indig- 
nity of watching over them 

This minute my fervant is returned, 
tod finds that this young ibldier and 
his lifter have lodgings at a final! dis- 
tance from the town, and disc their cir- 
cufnftances ate not fuppofed to be very 
ea(y. I mull find fbrtie wsfy of intro- 
ducing myfeif & them* and I fwgtiU 

to- 
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to-morrow fhall arrive for that purpoife. 
This evening Dr. C— — and his daugh- 
ter ipend with us. I will try, if, in the 
courfe of his pra&ice, he fhould be ac- 
quainted with them : I might then better 
know how to offer that affiftance and 
relief I may be capable of bellowing. 

Mifs C brings with her this ce-* 

lebrated Recefs : fhe was reading it 
when I vifited her, and told m« it. was 
a pretty thing in its way. If on reading 
I think no more of it, I Ihall have 
little idea of ranking its author with 
that- of Evelina and Cecilia. • » 

I am going to employ myfelf very 
happily till their arrival, in completing 
a packet for you. My aunt would have 
me believe the pocket-book and ruffles 
I fendi you with it are mafter-pieces, 
and I can believe that they will not be 
indifferent to you, from the fingers 
-which worked them. But you think I 
. have; no curiofity* my dear brother; or, 

. Vol. I. L after 
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after the piAurc I received frotn you 
*ith your laft, furely you had not to 

long remained fdent. May the original 

beftow on you that felicity whic o 
warmly wilh you to eiyoyl If Ihe « 
capable of making you happy, is there 
any efteert, any love, which I cannot 
r think her deferving of? Or, rather, 
is there any efteem which I can be- 
lieve tabe equal, or any affeftion which 

can exceed what her merit demands . 


letter XXIX. 

t 

S HALL I ever be able to defcribe 
' to you, my dear brother, all t e 
ideas now floating in my brain, and t e 
thoufand emotions that arc now thro - 
bing « my heart— My heart!— £Iow,o 
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blulh and tremble, when I would own 
to you, that at laft it has felt — perhaps 
I ought *not to exprefs to you what it 
has felt — but you will be able to con- 
ceive its emotions, when I fhall tell you, 
that, under the refemblancc — the more 
beautiful refemblance fhall I fay?— of 
one by the ties of nature and choice 
firft in my affe&ion, I have difcovered 
all the virtues moft dear to my heart ! 
How I have made this difcovery I will 
relate to you j but I muft firft acquaint 
you I have read the Recefs, and have 
been confined three days in confe- 
quence. 

This morning, however— Shall I ever 
forget it ? — Had I any fufpicion, when I 
rofe, of what this morning would pro- 
duce ? — Little could I imagine, that, in 
following the didtates of companion only, 

I fhould find But you will learn no- 

thing from thefe exclamations; I will 
then try to be methodical. 

La 


1 went 
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I went out this morning for an airing. 
My aunt was not rifen, and, as I am apt 
to be faint, I took her maid with me in 
die chariot. I told you, I think, I had 
found out the fituation of the foldier 
and his After: I was driven toward 
where they live ; and as die houfe ftands 
fbme little way from the road, I got 
out to walk to it. We were palling 'the 
garden hedge, when, breaking through 
the melody of the birds, the foft breadi- 
ings of a flute exquifitely touched drew 
myattention. Ah ! my 'brother, I was 
** all ear,” and took in ftrains that 
“ blight create a foul under the ribs of 
death.” You know my partiality for 
that romantic inftrument : it was from 
you, my dear brother, that I firft heard 
all the enchanting inflexions of found 
, it is capable of. 

I flood for fome minutes, every re- 
flexion loft, every faculty but hearing 
fufpended •, when a girl, coming out of 

*thc 



OF FANCY.’ 


I49 

the houfe, defired to know if I wanted 
any body there. I don’t know what 
anfwer I’made, but I followed her in, 
and, beginning to recollect my intention 
in coming, was glad to be addrefled by 
her miftrefs, a decent woman. 1 now 
enquired after thofe I had heard were 
her lodgers, and foon learnt from her the 
particulars of their fituation. 

Alas ! ftretched on the bed df fick- 
nefs, to feel the afflictions of poverty, 
is there an idea of wretchednefs beyond 
it ? To weep *t>ver fuch diftrefs is merely 
human ; yet the earneftnefs of my en- 
quiries, the tears that- fell as (he {poke, 
made her imagine 1 had lome nearer 
intereft in them than that of common 
humanity. 

She was telling me,, that, till within 
thefe few days, they had no profpedt of 
relief, and was praifing the hand which 
within that time had afforded it, when 
a fcream from a further .apartment 
L, 3 pierced 
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pierced my ears. In a moment the 
young woman, whom I recollected as 
the lifter of the foldier, ruihed out with 
all the fymptoms of defpair in her coun- 
tenance j and, wringing her hands, call- 
ed for help, ftill exclaiming. He is dead ! 
he is dead ! he is dying ! The mif- 
trefs and the maid of the houfe ran to 
her afliftance, and I followed them. 
As I altered the apartment, I beheld 
the foldier extended and inanimate on 
the floor. After fprinkling fome water 
on him, and applying fome* reftoratives, 
which* all but myfelf, overcome with 
terror, had appeared incapable of, I 
found he began to recover from what 
was only indeed a fudden faintnefs. 
His filter, trembling and almoft irtca^ 
pable of motion, hung over him as flie 
knelt at his fide ; her eyes, as in the 
agony of eameft attention Ihe ftretched 
forward to obferve him, wildly fixed on 
\is face, one hand eagerly grafping his, 

as 
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as yet unconfcious, whilft the other 
prefled on her heart} which Teemed al- 
moft burfting with terror and anxiety. 

I can feel, but can I, my dear bro- 
ther, defcribe her emotion ? 

When fhe beheld the firft fymptoms 
of returning fenfation, fhe dafped her. 
hands, fhe caft up her eyes to heaven, 
fhe would have fpoken, but from her 
pale and agitated lips a few inarticulate 
founds only found their way. I quitted 
her reviving brother, to give a glafs of 
water to her : fhe drank it, and wet his 
forehead with the tears which now burft 
from her ; and then again, as if unable 
to fopport herfelf, bent over him, like a 
flower that droops under the torrents of 
the north, and prefling his arm. You 
live, William, faid fhe, you live, and an 
angel from heaven has not come in vain 
to our afliftance ! 

I felt her fituation too ftrongly, and 
now moved to quit the room ; but 
L4 fhe 
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Ihe flung herfelf on her knees before 
me, and, .uttering a thoufand in- 
coherent thanks, almoft overpowered 
me. I railed her with difficulty : Ihe 
kifled my hands, and, as I held hers, 
endeavouring to moderate her tranf- 
ports, looking in my face, and feeming 
firft to recollect the ftrangenefs of my 
being there. Ah ! madam, faid Ihe, with 
an exprelhon of anxious* curiofity, who 
then are you, and how — but 1 can 
guefs — 

Her brother now faintly calling her, 
Ihe broke off, and I quitted the room, 
and foon recovered myfelf. As I had 
been obliged to ufe fome drops, I 
thought it better to ftay, more tho- 
roughly to recover and compofe mylelf. 

1 am feldom ufed to be fo careful, but I 
wilhed to know more of her. 

The miftrefs of the houfe, making 
mahy apologies for not being able to at- 
tend' me, infilled on ufhering me ino£ 

her 
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her belt parlour. On the table there, 
among a Iheet or two of mufic and Ibme 
writing implements carelefsly fcattered, 
I found the Tempeft, and that beauti- 
ful and heart-rending poem of Falkner’s, 
the Shipwreck. I was taking up the 
laft, when another book caught my eye 
— it was Werter. Under it lay a hali- 
finilhed drawing. Werter was repre- 
fented there by the fide of his fivourite 
Ipring, fixing his eyes, full of expreiTion, 
on thofe of Charlotte. The ftones, half 
covered with* mofs, formed the defeent 
to the water, and the willows hung* their 
dark leaves over the tranflucent furface. 
I had attempted fomethiag of this kind 
myfelf, but this a thoufand times ex- 
ceeded it } and I felt a curiofity, almoft 
infurmountable, to behold the perfon 
who had thus furpafied me. 

Twice I role to walk out in the little 
garden from whence I had heard the flutes 
~#nd twice the confcioufi£& 1 felt of wifh- 

ing 
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ing to meet this ftranger detained me.— 
There are moments in which the heart 
(eems to forebode the importance of the 
circumftances which approach j why elfe 
did mine at that minute flutter fo ungo- 
vernably ? 

, After having, for the firft time, call: 
my eyes with indifference over Ibme 
pages of Werter, I was laying it down 
with the intent of going out, when I 
was again (lopped. It was not now 
merely by my own reflexions ; it was by 
die entrance of Joannah. You have yet 
known her only by the name of die fol- 
dier’s After. Again (he poured out her 
thanks to me. • I told her I (hould hope 
«o be further acquainted with her, and 
cxpreffed my regret at having fb long 
delayed vifiting her. The gentleman 
jhas been here but thefe two days, mi- 
dam, faid (he, fo how (hould you think 
«f vifiting us before ?— Gentleman ! I 
repeated ; what gentleman? — To 

Cure, 
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lure* you know what gentleman, madam, 
returned Joannah, or you could not, as 
I Cud, have thought of coming here. — 
I allured her that 1 did not even know 
to whom Ihe alluded. I told her my 
whole intention in coming there was to 
find her, and alleviate, if polfible, her 
fufferings. — She now repeated. Not 
know him, madam ! with tokens of 
furprize : is it out of goodnefe to us, 
then, only that you come here ? — I re- 
peated my aflurances to her. 

The modeft effufions of her grateful 
heart at once pained and delighted me. 
I was incapable of flopping her, and 
Ihe continued, O, madam 1 are there 
many lb beautiful and fo good? — My 
brother has been fome months ill; he 
looks very bad now j but the Doctors 
allure me he is likely to recover — yeti 
was lb foolilh to-day, 1 -could not bear 
to fee him faint. — We have been in 
want indeed} my fingers earned us 

but 
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but a poor fupport : 1 was obliged to 
attend him too till this week, when the 
gentleman I told you. of came — He 
is like an angel, more than any 
thing elfe ; fo good, ‘ fo mild, lb com- 
paffionate. The firft night he was here, 
he faw my brother; we have wanted 
for nothing fince ; and I thought, ma- 
dam, indeed I beg your pardon, but 
X thought you mull have belonged to 
him. 

There was nothing in the idea, cer- 
tainly, to be offended at, -and I know 
not .when I lhould have broken off the 
converfation, if the maid, whom I left 
in the carriage, c had not come, in fearch 
of me. She was alarmed at my ftay, 
and feared left my aunt might beTo; 
but telling her I was well, and would 
fbon be with her, 1 fent her back again 
to the carriage. 

When again alone withjoannah, I 
took my leave of her, and, as fhe held 

my 
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my hind, I flipped my purfe, which 
I had fome time kept there, unknowing 
how to offer it, into hers, and, pro- 
mifing to vifit her again foon, ftepped 
as haftily as' I could to a door which 
I faw open. I had got fome paces 
from it, before I found it led a different 
way from that at which I had entered# 
I was looking if there was any path 
which I could follow, without /eturning 
through the houfe, when I faw Joan- 
nah’s brother coming towards me j he 
was coming, but not alone. Shall I 
own the elegant, the more than*elegant 
figure of the young man, on *who{e 
arm he leaned, arretted my foot- 
fteps? 

Good heaven ! will it ever be poffible 
for me to forget my aftonilhment, when, 
as they approached, I almoft though; I 
beheld the lineaments of your counte- 
nance, that expreffive look, that air fo 
peculiar to you, and fo graceful? 

I know 
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• I know not what 1 did — I ftood ftill, 

I believe, gazing on *the ftranger j for 
I had not fufficient command qf my- 
felf, at the moment, to avoid it. I 
faw him, *my brother, whilft the glow of 
health and vivacity crimfoned his cheek, 
whilft the eagernefs of furprize and 
curiofity fparkled through his intelli- 
gent eyes, attentive to the feeble and 
flow fteps of the invalid, who was lup- 
ported by his arm. 

I cannot defcribe my perplexity, 
and fcarce heard the thinks which 
the low voice of Joannah’s bro- 
ther Attempted to exprefs. I would 
have recolledted myfelf; but the eyes 
of the young ftrahger, like a fun-beam, 
feemed at once to penetrate and dive * 
into my heart — his eyes, my brother, I will - 
own, I think even yours ‘do not equal 
them — they are dark, and, alas, how pierc- 
ing!— -but there is yet iomething in them 
fo winning, foft, fo amiably mild ” 
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in fliort* prepoflefled as I was in his. 
favour, and defiroqs as I had been of 
feeing him, it was not for me to refill 
them; and the.almoft wonderful re- 
femblance which he bears to you, was 
fcarcely necefiary to make that imprel- 
fion on my heart which fo llrongly 
I then felt— the imprelfion I am too 
confcious I even yet do, and perhaps 
for ever fhall feel. 

Why, as thefe fentiments arift in my 
mind, Ihould I blulh to commit them 
to paper? And what is there in this 
paifion, pure* and untainted as it glows 
in my heart, which is lhameful to be 
acknowledged ? 

I was attempting to make feme 
anfwer to the thanks of the young ea- 
fign, when his filler, the tears bathing 
her cheeks, haftily and eagerly joined 
us. O, my dear William 1 you know 
not half O, fir ! laid Hie, fobbing as 
ihe fpoke, this lady is another of the 

bell. 
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and this is the .kind, the confiderate 
gentleman— a few days frnce I had not 
believed there were* two fuck, in the 
world.* 

Two fuch ! interrupted her brother’s 
companion, furveying with an. intent 
look my embarrafled and bluflnng 
. countenancej and is it poilible -that 
there are two fuch in the world ! 

He * underftood, I am certain, the 
more than compliment which was in- 
tended to him j but Ihould I own . how 
much I was flattered by that which he 
conveyed to me; or was I wrong in 
acknowledging it by an inclination ? . 

Something -I faid of having rpiftaken 
my way out, .and, prefling the hand 
of Joannah, which would have .bonie 
mine to her lips, l deflred her sonjy to 
ftiew me the, path, toward 
,Th$ young, gentleman -r-T kopW:not 
ibjs iWjfnC'T'Pverheaj^, the enquiry, 
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leaving Joannah with her brother, con- 
cluded me by the way I entered at. 

As he walked by my fide, I felt my- 
felf for a minute at a lofs — it was not 
for converfation, but I wifhed for I 
know not what exprdfion. I talked, 
and you will think not without emotion, 
of the fcene I had juft beheld, and that* 
tender affedion 1 had juft been witnefs 
to. Some lines, from a beautiful ma- 
nufcript poem I was once favoured 
with reading, recurring to my mind, 
I repeated them almoft before I per- 
ceived 1 was doing other than exprelfing 
my own fentiments in the moft cafy* and 
applicable terms. I often find myfelf 
doing this when interefted, and I always 
am interefted in the fubjed I am talking 
of, for on any others I remain filent. 

As I (poke, 4 read in his eyes that he 
underftoodme: I continued — Wefhould 
cultivate, faid I, the fiiendfhip of the 
unhappy; in doing fo/ we have, the 
. Vol.I. M pleafing 



pleating hope of relieving their , (hearts, 
and we are at leaft fure to foften and en- 
noble Our own. We fee, among the 
faculty, a thoufand inftaftoes that a good 
heart, though more firm, becomes not 
lefs tender towards die ficknefs which it 
daily beholds, and which fo, many from 
benevolence and humanity only daily re- 
lieve. 

As 1 laid this, we reached the road, 
and the carriage, which I had ordered to 
ftand at fbme diftance, drew up. With an 
appearance of jurpriae, he faid. You walk 
no furfber then> madam* — I tiud, I had, 
beetnabfent too long already, I feared,— 
He handed me in i but the maid atiting 
if I had not my ‘cloak in the carriage, I 
recolle&ed the having left it behind me j 
and whrlft the footman was difpatched for 
it, die young ftranger, with one foot on 
the ftep, and his hat in one hand reft- 
ing on his knee, continued the converts-' 
Vom 



or fancy. , #i<S3- 

GootP heaven I as he looked up, hcwf 
the clear brown of his open forehead, 
the arch, of his dark brows, prefented 
you, my dear brdther, to my eyes! In ' 
the elegance of his figure, in the eafy 
dignity of his air, I beheld your image.. 
My cheeks glowed as I looked at him, 
and I do not wonder ax his faying. That 
want of health fhould have called you to 
Bath, furely, is not poflible j I vjill flat- 
ter myfelf you refide there. — At lead, • 
faid I, I fhall not yet, I believe, quit 
it.*— He was £gain fpeaking, when the 
man returned with my cloak. As he 
took it from him, I heard him fay, ftas 
the man flown for it ? When he gave it 
to me,— May I be allured you do not at 
lead, faid he, leave Bath for fome days • 
only ?— I told him I had not any fudr 
etfpe&ation. — He reared from the. 
dodr, the man put up' the ftep and 
fhutrt, .and we were gone in an inftant. 
J looked out, however, to the fpot I had 
M 2 left 
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left him on j I faw his eyes follow the 
carriage 5 he percfcived that I looked to- 
ward him, and bowed j but we were’too 
diftant, I doubt, for ‘him to foe the 
waving of my hand, by which I acknow- 
ledged it. 

I came home, and wifhcd to think of 
* nothing elfe : I wifhed, but in vain,, to 
difcover the reafon of his refiding in the 
retirement in which he is now concealed. 
I am not yet able to make up my mind, 
whether 1 (hall — indeed whether I ought, 
dangerous as I find him, to vifit Joan- 
nah again. 

-Ilay my whole foul, in all its weak- 
nefs, open before you. Why is it, {{lat 
my.aunt, byjier raillery when I havcex- 
|dained the fenfatiojjs of my .bofom to 
■her, has now taught me .to fear her auf 
-fterity, and to fly from “her confidence ? 

: A ihoufand tiniev.lwhen in. the wanpth 
pf nay heart L tove (talked to, her fl ,yvith 

1 1 
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the cold and chilling alpeA of indiffe- 
rence or ferenity, has fhe- liftened.to its 
emotions. She intended, perhaps, to 
fubdu©— alas ! fhe has only taught me 
to conceal them. 1 know, indeed, that 
ftri&ly ipeaking, it ought not to have 
this effect j but that it lhould, is only 
human nature, and 'tis in vain that we * 
think to guide the paffions, to fubdue 
the errors of youth> without f^udying, 
and lbmetimes alfo yielding a little to its 
frailty. Such as we are, reftitude, in all 
its feverity, jp more apt to difguft than 
entice: we are overawed, we feel the 
harfhnefs of its effect, and forget the ex- 
cellence of its caufe. 

Whenever I think on this fubjeft, - 1 
could fhed tears ; for I now feel from if, 

I have felt from it. When 1 was but 
yet a dhild, I had a favourite teacher * 
a'nd, as nature put few grains of referte 
in my dilpofition, 1 would run,' in any 
rifling diftrefs of my companions, any 
M 3 childifh 
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chikliih ftrifdemeanours, to her— *1 would 
tell her our Ikde'diftreffes, and our little 
•imphidencies, which a few fallings might 
haVe concealed. SheNwwld forget to 

• commend that love of truth which really 

* afhiated me, and, attributing my con- 
feflion to the fear only of being difco- 

' vered, would reprbve me with the lame 
feverity as if the faults had been denied 
as well „as perpetrated; and punilhment 
unmitigated was frequently the only ef- 
fect I drew from my fincerity.— It is 
thus, my dear brother, that even now, 
when* I exprefs to my aunt all that I 
feel,* and would paint to her all that 
imagination prefects to me, Ihe reproves 
or rallies m$}“ and I have now learnt 
to ipare her, as well as myfelf, the pain 
which I fee my difference of fenriment 
- gives .her. . ‘ ft 

I have yet many things to but 
1 miy 'aunt, who would never leave me 
oOtloiWf having had company, prevented 

me 
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me fibm fitting down to write to you 
till night: but 1 could, not fleep without 
relating to you the ideas which now fill 
my imagination and my heart, I have 
related them, and the firft ftreams of the 
dawn now penetrate my windows, and 
ohicure the light on my table. — Adieu 
then, my dear brother. I think of you 
with a thoufand emotions of tenderoefi, 
but to-night I will not promife to dream 
only of you. 


LSTTSk XXX. 

S LEEP and I have at all times but 
little to do with each other, and at 
$reftnt we have lefs than ever. 

“ r rofe this morning and went with my 
- oiiht to the pump-room, i law and 
M 4 heard 
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hcaf4 nothing there till the entrance of 
the young enfign and his fitter : till that 
minute I had not known whether I 
yw(hed to fee them therfc or not. They 
came, add were as ufual unaccompa- 
nied) and I then perceived too plainly 
the feeble fadsfaftion of beholding them 
c was not all that 1 had hoped for. I con- 
verted with them j but 1 could not 
alk, and they faid not a word of the 
ftranger — that benevolent ftranger whom 
yefterday Joannah was fo willing to talk 
of, and as fuch .fo defirous^to introduce 
to me t — I was* yet -talking with them, 
when. Lord S— — , for the firft time, 
addrefled me. His fon was not there, 
who has been indilpofed, but he is re- 
covering; and Lord deiired to 

introduce him to me as co-morrow. - J 
.thanked him for tire hohour which' he 
feemed not to fotget he was conferring 
pn f jne* but remai|»'as yet at ajptt for 
the mo^ves x of.^ t 


Lord 
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LamQ S - - is one of the many 
who are very polite as far ' as refpe&s 
themftjves, bat, as to thofe whqjn 
they' addrefs, much otherwife. He 
appears to imagine his fuperiority would 
be forgotten, if for a moment he him- 
felflaid the confcioufnefi of it afide. 
—-Alas ! thefe children of vanity anti 
weaknefs imagine they create relpeft 
where they excite difguft; and chat mift, 
which conceals the error from them- 
felves, increafe's its enormity to all 
others. • 

While I was ill, Lord S had be- 

fore waited on my aunt; but I had 
made no enquiry about it, and now I 
only know that he interrupted my con- 
verfation with Joannah, who prefently 
after quitted the room. 

My aunt has juft left me, and has 
pmpofed an airing, for which I well 
know her reafon, as lhe will always find 
fome method of drawing me from my 

writing#- 
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writing j yet it is then that I rnoft feel 
that bond of nature which draws me fo 
irrefiftibly to you, my brother*} it is 

then that I moft feel, and that I moll 

0 

rejoice in that fympathy of foul between 
us, which enables me to acknowledge 
every emotion as it pafles, every paflion 
*as it arifes in mine. 

We have been out, my dear brother : 
the choice of our route was left to me. 
Do you think 1 had philofophy enough 
to name any other than that of yefter- 
day ? Indeed I had not ;♦ and, ihall I 
own ft ? I fcarce wilh to have* . I 
thought the carriage would never come 
in fight of the r houfe — to lpeak more 
fincerely, I thought it would never reach 
the fpot where I laft beheld the^ ani- 
mated llranger. As we drew near- I 
looked out. I was fcarce confcioufr of 
doing it, or of thr wilh which'- 1-bad 
formed again to behold him there. - Tbis 
.wifh, wlikh, wamrfy as my fitncypur- 

fues 
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files Sverj one which * arifes, amounted 
to fufpence, to hope, to expe&ation. I 
was yet unconfcious of its ftrengti^ till, 
cafting my eyes toward the fpot, I be- 
held its difappointment. We paflfed -on, 
and loft fight of the houfe in a minute. 
We returned by another way, and to- . 
day at leaft I (hall live without behold- 
ing or knowing more of him who has 
thus intruded on my peace. • 

My aunt, who I believe obferved my 
abfence of mfnd, entered into a con- 
veriatian with me, and talked of Water 
and its author, and of completing all 
my wilhes on that head. She then 
afked what 1 thought of the Recefs. 

■ I have not told you the ftoty of my 
reading it. Two days ago, could I 
: have believed I could put pen to paper 
after perilling that work, and Have writ- 
ceni fo many IheQfs without expatiating 
on its beauties 1-Mhat elegant work, in - 
which is united. all that is nsoft chaining 
. «’ to* 
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to the heart and the imagination ! In 
language, with all the fire and all the 
fbffnefs of poetry, conveys images the 
mofl: enchanting to the fancy, and icenes 
die moft interefting to the heart. Dr. 
C - - ■■ - - ’ s daughter brought it to me. - I 
began it the next day, and, from the mo- 
ment I firft opened It, till the laft forrow- 
fbl fcene which clofes that overwhelming 
narration „of miferies, I quitted not the 
book. As I read, I felt all the pains 
of fufpence at my heart, and I know 
‘not a term which can convey to you an 
idea how infinitely I felt myfelf interefted 
through the whole : I was frequently af- 
fedted* even beyond the power of weep- 
ing, and fcarcely could prevail on my 
aunt, with all my entreaties, to let rite 
read the laft volume : but perfuading 
her that I fhould, perhaps, be lefs aif- 
fefted when alone, I e had all the luxury 
of weeping over” it by myfelf. I con- 
eluded it fome hours before I attempted 

to 



OF FANCY. 


* >73 


to reft, and then I ftarted from my 
dreams, impreffed with all the feniadons 
I had 4 felt fo ftrongly in perufing it. 
Want of repofe, apd the extreme agi- 
tation of my fpirits, produced a flight 
fever : my aunt thought it violent, and 
concluded me delirious ;,but a draught 
ordered by Dr. C— — foon compofed 
me, and I waked from a fleep of fome 
hours as well in health, and as found in 
my intelle&s, as I ufually am.* Another 
day of quiet, however, was prefcribed 
me : I obtfyed, and till yefterday morn-, 
ing quitted not my room. It was then 
that 1 was permitted to make th|S vifit 
I had before refolved on. When I pror 
' jefted it I thought only of the children 
of ficknefs and forrow : I* knew not, my 
brother, that the roof which concealed 


tfyem, concealed alfo a fon of genius and 
fcience, the pupil of fenfibility and 



1ST- 



*74 . 


THE VICTI NT 


LETTER XXXI. 
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Tl/f Y ' aunt cultivates a numerous. 
XV A acquaintance here. She took 

rne this afternoon to Mrs. , a 

fchoolfellow of hers : 1 remembered 
being once introduced to her at London. 
She is vejcy gay, and there were feveral 

card-tables. Mifs C was one of the 

company, and a Mr. ‘Layton with her, 

* whom I remembered having feen when 
I -was at Dr. C- — -’s : I was put in* a 
party “with them and a troublefome cox- 
comb,, who, fince Burell has left us, 
contrives to condu<5t my aunt and me ftotfi 
the pump-room of a morning. He 'is 
one who joins great forwardnefs and af- * 
feftatlon of manners to a‘moft difagreC- 
able and inelegant ‘form, united 1 to a 
countenance as bOld aS it is otherwife ip* 
exprtflive. — WJtat a contrail, my dear 

brother. 
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brother* to him whom I yefterday 
faw ! 

This ftrange being furprized me by 
enquiring of me* after Mr. S-— — , whS, 
he laid, had been dangeroufly ill*, he hack 
heard, and that •from fcrving me. Dr. 
C had told my aunt, he was con- 

fined with a cold. 1 had felt myfelf in-* 
terefted for him, fearing it had origi- 
nated from his politenefs to us. I flight-' 
ly, however, informed this coxcomb 
how far my knowledge reached on the 
fubjett. ' 

He played with me, and we loft two 
rubbers, entirely, he told me, through 
my fault. Mifs C— «— took him ill 
companion, as ihe laid) but it was in 
vain r Mr. Layton and myfelf beat them 
two others, and his ill luck, joined to 
Mr. Layton’s raillery, feemed beyond 
his philofophy, arrd he gave figns of 
impatience and ill temper which ^ more . 

> > : trying 
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trying occafion would fcarcely hive ex- 
cufed. _ ... 

How many* are the complaints of the 
croffes of life ! *And yet it is thus that 
out of nothing we create them, and muU 
tiply them upon ourfelves. 

Mils C is addrefied by this Mr. 

•fcaytori, and thcy r are foon to -be mar- 
ried. — I think, were I in the fituation 
*lhe acknowledges, I ihould not bear to 
'fee the man, on whom I was fo near 
bellowing nriyfelf, fufficiently eafy and 
difengaged to join in every laugh, o r 
fcarcely to rally any one. Happily Mils 
t — Vy is not of that opinion, aqd ihe 
feems fully contented with the homage 
Mr. Layton pays her, in allowing, nei- 
ther wit or beauty to any other wopianvr- 
1 have* met with fome gentlemen, whole 
ttniveifal fyftem of poljtenels to worpfn^ 
Perils to confift in this alone : their own 
belt linow vAiat are the. ppjijoos 

whifih 
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which*they thus mean to gratify, and 

what muft be their opinion of the tpjjnds 

to which they thus addreis themiehae;. 

On what idea they would proceed JL 

know not j but to me they are doubly 

difgufting, as f perceive their injuftlce 

to others, and, as I am certain of it 

another fituation, to myfelf. 

We did not come home till it waft 

late. I have not yet told youy that, jo 

the courfe of the evening, Mifs C— — 

aflced me if I did'not think the Reeds 
• • 

a pretty thing enough. I was at fome 
lofs for an anfwer ; but I conquered 
myfelf, however j and faid only. Yes.— 
-'I once faw the chamiing author of 
this work, who was long injured in my 
opinion} I now wifh to acknowledge 
rhy prejudice and injuftice, and my pre- 
sent confcioufnefs that it was fu<;h to 
herj but I am not jobefo fortunate., 

MlfS C informs me, that khe has 

fef out on a vifit to a neighbouring 
Vol. I. N kingdom. 
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kingdom, where perhaps even now flie 
wanders over the hills once marked with 
the fbotfteps of Qffian, and there/whilft 
the blaft •of the heath conveys his fpirit 
to her foul, flie contemplates thofe An- 
gular and touching graces of nature 
Which flie fo well knows how to de_ 
fcribe. For me, my dear brother, 

4t Who^feel, whene’er I touch my lyre, 

“ My fplrits funk beneath my proud dcfire/* 

when I began to awakan from the fweet 
deluflon, that, guided by her, my ima- 
gination had yielded to — when I could 
behold it as the offspring only of 
■fiftion and fancy, I wet this flrft and 
moft beautiful effort of modern romance 
with the involuntary tears of admiration, 
and thought of the words of Caracclu. 
f. will flatter myfelf, that fomething like 
what palfed in his mind, when, on be- 
holding the paintings of Raphael, the 
emphatic exclamation, “ And 1 too am a 
“ painter !” burft from his lips, at that 

enthuflaftic 
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enthujlaftic moment enraptured 
heart.- — — 

How have I loft myfelf in my fub- 
jedtt'I told yop Mifs C — -’s queftion, 
and how I anfwered. 1 had. reafon to 
be angry with myfelf, when I faw Mr. 
Layton’s face ; and thought of what you 
once told me, wheji y5u faid that any 
fentiments might be rather faid to be 
conveyed by my eyes than my lips. He 
feemed hurt for Mifs C /but, hap- 

pily for me, his confufioh ferved to con- 
ceal that which he had railed in me. — ■ 
He Ihuffled the cards that lay next himj 
mixed half of them with his dwn, and 
then, burfting into an afiumed fit of 
laughter, faid, he had loft deal.* This 
produced a dilpute between the two 
gentlemen, on which, what had really 
caufed it wa$ forgotten ; and I felt my- 
felf obliged to Mr. Layton for the man- 
ner in which he hud relieved me as well 
N 2 as 
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as Jiimfelf. I was in fa£t to bjame; 
for I lhould have known that in this age 
of fcience, of reading, and fenfibility, 
numbers perufe what k publicly ap- 
proved, only becaufe it is fo, and for^ 
that reafon alone join in talking of wri-t 
tings and feelings, which they neither 

Qfticeive nor undedland. Mifs C 

1 imagine to be one of this clafs j but 
Ihe was fincere, and expreffed what 
fhe felt, And no more ; and that ardor 
with which I' would .h^ve fpoken of 
this work, might have difcompofed 
her as much as. the coldnefs and the 
vaguenefs of her .expreflions did me. 


LET- 
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LETTER XXXIf. 

I BROKE off abruptly laft night, loft * 
in a thoufand conjectures when and 
by what means I Ihould fee more of thjt 
refemblance of you which has lb mucfi 
prepblTefled me. The minutes pafled un^ 
pctceived away : and as I replied the 
figure and the expreffion of every ani- 
mated feature fohich had.ftruck me, I 
wilhed to njake out the reafon of his 4 
refiding where he now floes; but^ only 
bewildered myfelf, and when I caft my 
eyes on my watch, an hour had elapfed. 

It is thus that, on the .wings of con- 
templation and fancy, the time of our 
being is borne away : alas ! it is in the 
periods of forrow we wilh it to pafs, but 
in vain : in the (low and lingering mo- 
ments of anguilh, we Bewail the length 

of 
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of that lpan of exiftence which is allotted 
to us. I fighed as the refleftion oc- 
curred to me. I killed your dear little 
pf&ure, and refolved to be detained no 
* longer j .but this refolve was made only 
to be broken. On my. toilet lay fome 
trinkets I had arranged there, and which 
had purchaled /or my Ruth and her 
little Sophy. But why Ihould I fay my 
•Ruth ? I have deceived myfelf j 1 have 
felt a frtendlhip which has not been re- 
turned } I have opened a my heart to re- 
ceive her, and Ihe forgets nae. I have 
written to her, but received no anfwer. 
, My aunt triumphs over me, and talks to 
me of becoming wife by experience ; 
but ’experience, my dear brother, it 
ihall be. I ill not trull to doubts after 
my fecond letter. I would hafe fent 
a meffenger, but my aunt rallied me, 
and would not fuffer it ; but if this day 
pafiies and my fofpence is not relieved, 

if 
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if Ihe fefufes that requeft, I will myfelf 
go to my Ruth — the world lhall not de- 
tain me. 

As I call my’eyes on the expreflion [ 
have juft ufed, warm as it is, I find/ 
when I look into my heart, that it means 
nothing. I perceive too plainly, that 
the curiofity and anxilty I now feel onfy 
to know more of one inhabitant of a 
fmall and infignificant fpot, is ^tlone fuf- 
ficient to detain me. I am determined, 
however, I will fend to *Ruth, and a 
thoufand apprehenfions for her, a thou- 
fand fuppofitions from hefr conduct, throb- 
bed at my heart, and drove all deep for 
fome hours from my eye-lids. . 

I atn not to go out’tljis morning, in 

expectation of Lord S . What have 

| to do with the formality of introducing 
his Ion ? Is it not fufficient that my aunt 
ftiould receive thejn ? 

I have breakfafted toth my aunt, aftd 
my drels does not pleafe Ijer j it is too 

fimple. 
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Ample, I think is her objettion. , I am 
to fet myfelf off, and 1 fee my draw- 
ings laid about with an air of negli- 
gence. This I always -bated, and now 
v it is more difpleafing to me than ever. 

I read fomething in the looks of my 
aunt which I cannot account for— 
t *I was called fu^denly away — I have 
been furprized, and overjoyed. A gen- 
deman, was my aunt’s mefiage, waited 
for me. \ 

How often«has it been obferved, how 
often will it be obferved, that* the mind, 
when ftrongly impreffed with fome lead- 
ing kfea, ftill connects every new one 
with that which already predominates 
there P It was fr with me: my feet, 
“ fwift as imagination or the wings of 
love,” condu&ea me to the room where 

I expected to fee Need I tell you 

whom I expefted to fee ?- — I opened 
the door — 1 looked, *1 will own, for my 
(banger, when, with fteps almoft as rapid 
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As ray own, Burell advanced. Difap- 
pointed, trembling, and agitated, I 
farce knew how to receive him. The 
difoi*der of rrfy countenance was *n a 
moment communicated to his. I x€- 
colledted myfe?lf : My friend Burell ! faid 
I, as I gave him my hand. He reco-. 
vered himfelf. My aunt expreffecU her 
fotrow at having fo much furprized mg ; 
but the intelligence he came y> commu- 
nicate cbmpenfated, how much more 
than compenfateek for it. Burell, I faw 
it with pa'irv gazed, earneftly at me, and' 
feemed willing to dive ‘further «into <he 
caufe of that involuntary emotion which 
had nearly overcome me. My aunt 
mentioned our expe&ed.vifitors, and all 
1 hi® before felt was painted in his 
countenance. He made fome incohe- 
rent enquiries: I explained the whole 
to hihp. As he looked me, hi* ijririts 
jeemed to return: he talked of my 
health, and feemed to fympathize in my 
Vol. 1. O pleafure. 
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pleafure, as he told me that thefe arms 
may again hope to receive, that thele 
eyes may loon expert to behold, tjte re- 
ftorer of my exiftence, hny friend, the 
friend of hature and of choice, in you, 
my dear brother.-— I perufed the tender 
^ fcntence where .you ‘mention your The- 
rein and kifl&d th<® brotherly lines. I 
fljall be all impatience till your arrival. ‘ 
Burell diid not ftay long ; he feemed 
difturbed, 'and I flew to my oton apart- 
ment, where I* look at- y Our picture, and 
alternately write and 'contemplate it as it 
liee-hefide me. 
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